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REDUCE KEEP SLIM AT HOME 


WITH RELAXING, SOOTHING MASSAGE 1 



FOR GREATEST BENEFIT IN REDUCING ’ 
by massage use spot REDUCER with 
or without electricity — Also used as 
an aid in the relief of pains for which 


Don't Stay FAT— You Can LOSE 
POUNDS and INCHES SAFELY HEALTH 9 


PLUG IN, GRASP 
HANDLE AND APPLY 


^^UNDERWRITERS 
■ UlJ LABORATORY 
\gF APPROVED 


Take pounds off— keep slim and trim with Spot 
Reducerl Remarkable new Invention which uses 
one of the most effective reducing methods 
employed by masseurs and turklsh baths — 
MASSAGE! 

With the SPOT REDUCER you can now enjoy 
the benefits of RELAXING, SOOTHING massage 
in the privacy of your own homel Simple to use 
— just plug in, grasp handle and apply over 
most any part of the body — stomach, hips, 
chest, neck, thighs, arms, buttocks, etc. The re- 
laxing, soothing massage breaks down FATTY 
TISSUES, tones the muscles and flesh, and the 
increased awakened blood circulation carries 


away waste fat — helps you regain and keep a 
firmer and more GRACEFUL FIGUREI 

YOUR OWN PRIVATE MASSEUR AT HOME 
When you use the Spot Reducer, it's almost like 
having your own private masseur at home. It's 
fun reducing this wayl It not only helps you re- 
duce and keep slim— but also aids in the relief 
of those types of aches and pains— and tired 
nerves that can be helped by massagel The 
Spot Reducer is handsomely made of light 
weight aluminum and rubber and truly a beau- 
tiful Invention you will be thankful you own. 
AC 110 volts. 


TAKE OFF UGLY FAT! 


TRY THE SPOT REDUCER 1 0 DAYS FREE IN YOUR OWN HOME ! 


Mail this coupon with only Si for your Spot Reducer on approval. 
Pay postman $8.95 plus delivery— or send $9.95 (full price) and 
we ship postage prepaid. Use it for ten days in your own home. 
Then If not delighted return Spot Reducer for full purchase price re- 
fund. Don't delay! You have nothing to lose— except ugly, em- 
barrassing, undesirable pounds of FAT. MAIL COUPON now! 


ALSO USI IT FOR ACHIS AND PAINS 



CAN'T SLKKP: 

Kslax with tltctric Sp«t 
Rsducsr. J« h«w sooth- 
ing Hs gontlo matsags can 
bo. Helps you sloop when 
massage can bo of benefit. 



MUSCULAR ACHES: 

A handy helper for tran- 
sient relief of discomforts 
that tan bo aided by gen- 
tle, relaxing massage. 


USED BY EXPERTS: 

Thousands have lost 
weight this way — in 
hips, abdomen, legs, 
arms, necks, buttocks, 
otc. Tho same method 
used by stage, screen 
and radio personali- 
ties and leading re- 
ducing salons. The 
Spot Reducer can be 
used In your spare 
time. In the privacy of 
your own room. 

ORDER IT TODAY! 


MAIL THIS COUPON NOW! 


I SPOT REDUCER CO., Dept. E-1T9 

j 400 Madison Avenue, N.Y.18,N.Y. 

Please send me the Spot Reducer for 10 days trial period. 

I enclose $1, upon orrivol I will poy postman only $8.95 
plus postage and handling. If not delighted I moy return 
SPOT REDUCER within 10 days for prompt refund of full 
| purchase price. 

■ Name 

| Address 

j City Sl ° le 

I SAVE POSTAGE — check here if you enclose $9.95 with coupon. We |»y 
I nil postage and handling charges. Same money back guarantee applies, j 


LOSE WEIGHT OR NO CHARGE 






NEW! SOLD ONLY BY MAH 

w NO TIME LIMIT *•* 1 f 

HOSPITALIZATION PLAN I 14? 1 

GOOD ANYWHERE IN THE UNITED STATES 


Amazing Protection 

SICKNESS «r ACCIDENT 


CASE 

OF 


POLICY PAYS AS LONG AS YOU REMAIN IN HOSPITAL 

10 BIG 
BENEFITS 

| COSTS ONLY 3 * A DAY \ 

1/2 RATE 
for Children 




If you get sick or have an accident, you may go to 
any recognized Hospital in the U.S. (rest homes, sani 
tariums excluded). Your North American Policy will 
pay Hospital Room and Board Benefits as long as you 
remain confined. NO TIME LIMIT! Besides, you get 
Doctor Benefits in case of accident . . . Cash Benefits 
for 74 Surgical Operations . . . Compensation for Loss of Time in 
case of accident (age 18 and above) . . . Cash Payment for Loss of 
Eyes, Hands, Foot . . . lump Cash for Accidental Death. What’s 
more, you get special Polio Benefits . . . seldom covered in 
ordinary Hospitalization. 

The North American Policy makes no reduction in Benefits due 
to age. Benefits begin with first day of Hospital confinement. 
For those who want it, a MATERNITY RIDER is available at 
small additional charge. This is a truly remarkable Policy ... an 
unusual value! Mail Coupon for full details. 



ONE POLICY COVERS INDIVIDUAL or ENTIRE FAMILY, Birth to Age 70 

. We pay FULL BENEFITS direct to you — regardless of money you collect . 

|A from other insurance sources for the 'some disability, including Workmen's mm 

Compensation. Therefore, if you ore already carrying Hospitalization insur- 
W once — be smart, ADD NORTH AMERICAN COVERAGE and get just thot ^ 

much more BENEFIT MONEY to help offset today's higher Hospital costs. ^ 

EVERYTHING YOU NEED! ONE POLICY! ONE LOW COST! 


Any Hospital! Any doctor! 

LOOK WHAT YOU GET 

(Partial List of Coverages ) 
HOSPITAL ROOM (.(leA AA 
BOARD FOR SICK- IDU.Uv 
NESS or ACCIDENT per month 

(NO TIME LIMIT) 

DOCTOR VISITS IN (A[ AA 
CASE OF ACCIDENT ZD.UU 

(NO TIME LIMIT) PER WEEK 

74 SURGICAL $, ft Sift ft 

OPERATIONS IV. to IUV. 
LOSS OF TIME IN ftft 

CASE OF ACCIDENT 

(NO TIME LIMIT) PER WEEK 

ACCIDENTAL DEATH 

’1000. » ’3000. 

LOSS OF EYES, HANDS, FOOT DUE TO 

d[nt $ 250. ro $ 3000. 

INFANTILE PARALYSIS 



SICKNESS or ACCIDENT 


lor HOSPITAL BILLS q 

for DOCTOR BILLS up tp a a 

WHILE IN HOSPITAL TO W* 

A P P L HUiVe S* r 0 *500. 
WE PAY CASH 
DIRECT TO YOU 

MAIL COUPON 




LOSS OF TIME for INJURY 

r Nnk'AmewmAlutMU 


YOU GET POLIO BENEFITS 


Truly this is a remarkable | 
Hospitalization Plan. In- 
vestigate it) Buy it! Mail 
coupon for full details. 

NO OBLIGATION! 

NO AGENT WILL CALL! 


SUR ANCE 
COMPANY 

Dept SU-12-SONorth American Building, Wilmington 99, Delaware 
Please send me without obligation full details obout the new 
North American Hospitalization Plan. No Agent will call. 


City Stote 

(Paste on penny postcard or mail in envelope) ■ 


pill! . ? ‘.i ’!l![ifi!l;l! 




SWAGGER, published bi-monthly by Swagger Pub- 
lications. Inc. Editorial offices, 26 East 21st St., New 
York, N. Y. Vd. 1. No. 1, Jan.. 1951. Single copies 
25c. Subscription price, $1.50 annually. Application 
for second class entry pending at the Post Office, New 
York, N. Y. Entire contents copyright by Swagger 
Publications, Inc. Not responsible for unsolicited manu- 


Ga+ttenti 


FOREST OF HUMAN LEOPARDS 

A stranger than fiction 
true story 30 

STRICTLY FROM HUNGER • 

A fast paced prize fight story- 34 

BOW AND ARROW 
Something different in pictures 36 

ALBUM OF BEAUTY 
Meet the Swagger girls 40 


Vol. 1, No. 1 Jan., 1951 

THE TUNIS DAGGER 

A thriller by Wade Miller. . . 6 

CONTRABAND 

Picture story of smugglers - ■ • 8 

CHILDBIRTH IN A TENEMENT 
Social service picture study.. 14 

A HOUSE OF ASSIGNATION 
Lord Byron and a monastery . . 20 

WINTER PLUNDERLAND 

Spend your vacation in Florida 22 

JUVENILE DELINQUENCY 
IN NAPLES 

Children for sale on the streets 26 


/r/rst/ps sr/r c/mfes sr/r gwp£s r//e/v 

THROW AWAY 
THAT TRUSS! 

Why put up with days . . . months . . . YEARS of discomfort, worry, 
and" fear— if we provide you with the support you want and need? 

Learn NOW about this perfected truss-invention for most forms of 
reducible rupture. Surely you keenly desire . . . you eagerly CRA\ E 
to enjoy most o'f life’s activities and pleasures once again. To work 
... to play ... to live ... to love . . . with the haunting fear of Rupture 
lessened in your thoughts ! Literally thousands of Rupture sufferers 
have entered this Kingdom of Paradise Regained . . . have worn our 
Appliance without the slightest inconvenience. Perhaps we can do as 
much for you. Some wise man said, “Nothing is impossible in this 
world" — and it is true, for where other trusses have failed is where 
we have had our greatest success in many cases ! Even doctors — thou- 
sands of them — have ordered for themselves and their patients. 

Unless your case is absolutely hopeless do not despair. The coupon 
below brings our Free Rupture Book in plain envelope. Send the 



C. E. BROOKS. Inventor 



coupon now. 

Patented AIR-CUSHION Support 
Gives Wonderful Protection 

Think of it! Here’s a surprising yet simple-acting invention that 
helps Nature support the weakened muscles gently but securely, day 
and night. Thousands of grateful letters express heartfelt thanks for 
relief from pain and worry, — results beyond the expectations of 
the writers. What is this invention — how does it work ? Will it help 
me? Get the complete, fascinating facts on the Brooks Air-Cushion 
Appliance — send now for free Rupture Book. 

Cheap— Sanitary— Comfortable 

Rich or poor— ANYONE can afford to buy this remarkable, LOW-PRICED 
rupture invention ! But look out for imitations and counterfeits. The Genuine 
Brooks Air-Cushion Truss is never sold in stores or by agents. Your Brooks 
is made up, after your order is received, to fit your particular case. You buy 
direct at the low “maker-to-user” price. The perfected Brooks is sanitary, 
lightweight, inconspicuous. Has no hard pads to gouge painfully into the flesh, 
no stiff, punishing springs, no metal girdle to rust or corrode. It is GUAR- 
ANTEED to bring you heavenly comfort and security,— or it costs you 
NOTHING. The Air-Cushion works in its own unique way, softly, silently 
helping Nature support the weakened muscles. Learn what this marvelous 
invention may mean to you — send coupon quick 1 

SENT on TRIAL! 

No... don’t order a Brooks now — FIRST get the complete, 
revealing explanation of this world-famous rupture inven- 
tion, THEN decide whether you want to try for the comfort 
—the wonderful degree of freedom— the security— the 
blessed relief thousands of men, women and children 
have reported. They found the answer to their prayers ! 
And you risk nothing as the complete Brooks is SENT 
ON TRIAL. Surely you owe it to yourself to investigate 
this no-risk trial. Send for the facts now— today— hurry 1 All correspond- 
ence strictly confidential. 

FREE! Latest Rupture Book Explains All! 


r PROOFU 

(In our files we have over 52,000 
grateful letters like these) 

THANKS FROM HAPPY FATHER 

*‘I want to thank you very much for what your 
wonderful belt has done for my boy. He had a bad 
rupture. The very day we received the Appliance 
I put it on and that was the end of my troubles 
with his pain and crying. He has not worn it for 
about a year now.” — Otto F. Biinn, 1500 N. 
Church. Belleville. III. 

SOFT BALL PLAYER A BROOKS BOOSTER 

‘‘I ordered an Appliance some time back and 
it really does the job. I’m 38 years old, weight 
200 lbs. Play 3rd base on our Soft Ball team. 

I really give the belt a real test. Thought I would 
have to give up my ball playing but not now with 
your rupture belt. Most people won't believe I 
have a rupture.”— Wilbur Moritz,- General Mdse., 
Jacob. 111. 

‘Mrs TOPS" 

‘‘Words cannot express my feeling towards my 
Appliance. The minute I put it on, my first words 
were, 'It's Tops!' I hope another who suffers from 
such agony of a rupture could take my advice 
and get a Brooks Air Cushion Appliance."— Jack 
Sonnier, Rl, Box 54 A, Lafayette, La. 

‘‘DID EVERYTHING YOU CLAIMED” 

"I am very happy to say that the truss which 
I purchased from you a little over a year ago 
did everything you claimed it would do. My rup- 
ture does not come down even though I wear the 
truss only part time. I shall be glad to tell anyone 
afflicted as I was what your Appliance did 
for me." — J. G. Rollingcr, 242 Arlington Ave., 
Sarasota, Fla. 

“FORGETS HE IS RUPTURED” 

"I had this rupture seven years before I knew of 
your support, and was in the hospital at the time 
my son ordered the support for me. Until I started 
wearing your support I had not found anything 
to. help me. -Since wearing your support I can do 
all my work, and can forget that 1 am ruptured.” 

L — G.B. Russell, Box 106, Cherokee, Ala. 
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SENT YOU IN 
PLAIN ENVELOPE 


JUST CLIP and SEND COUPON 


Brooks Appliance Co., 


iso State St., Marshall, Mich. 


—MAIL THIS COUPON NOW!— 

BROOKS APPLIANCE CO. 

180 State St., Marshall, Mich. 

Without obligation, please send your FREE BOOK 
on Rupture, PROOF of Results, and TRIAL 
OFFER — all in plain envelope. 


Street 

City State 

State whether for Man Q Woman □ or Child Q 
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TUNIS 

DAGGER 

by WADE MILLER 


aloud although we both knew it by heart. He was a short 
dapper Frenchman who liked to show off his English. 
“Newport, James. American. Age twenty-nine. Residence 
San Diego, California, United States of America.” 

I reassured him that it was all true. 

“Nature of business in Tunis.” He looked dubious. 
“Underwater photography. Tell me, m’sieu, about this.” 
The lie came easily by now, I had recited it so many 
times lately. “For the movies — the cinema. I’m a pro- 
fessional diver but I like to be my owh boss. So I go down 
where I please with a movie camera. Hollywood’s always 
anxious to buy backgrounds to dub in behind their studio 
tank shots.” 

All he said was “Ah!” but he made it sound profound. 
He chewed his lip, inspected my face for evil intentions 
and finally let me sign the permit three times. “This Spe- 
cific Area Diving Permit is operative for five days only. 
Then you must reapply.” 

“It won’t be necessary.” I grinned for the first time in 
two weeks now that I had the permit safe in my wallet 
Continued on page 64 


Fiction 


T he trouble began the night I looked at a dead man 
and thought only of emeralds. Although I had known 
the Sicilian less than an hour, he had no one else to mourn 
for him when he died. But all I could think of were the 
emeralds. 

I thought about them for the six years after I returned 
to the States. Its difficult to put a hundred thousand dol- 
lars out of your mind. I nursed this idea of the emeralds 
unitl the inevitable happened: I went back to North Af- 
rica, back to the city of Tunis. 

So I suppose I wrote my own ticket for what followed. 
The trouble was born in my own mind because I wanted 
the emeralds. When I did something about getting them, 
the trouble, which had been biding its time, came out in 
the open. It came out in the open one afternoon while I 
was fidgeting before the counter at the maritime bureau. 
I didn’t recognize it immediately. 

I had paid the bureau a visit every afternoon for two 
weeks trying to get my S. A. permit filled out, stamped and 
signed. This time the clerk insisted on reading the permit 



The dotted line indicates the Itaiian-Swiss frontier 
cutting through mountains and lakes 



The clock is on Swiss ground, flag— Italian. Daily, 62,000 
persons pass this Custom Station 


CONTRABAND 

EXCLUSIVE PICTURES OF SMUGGLING OVER THE ITAUAN-SWISS BORDER 


S muggling, had always appeared to be an honorable 
occupation to people living near national frontiers. 
Seldom however, had it reached such extremes as ex- 
isted at the Italo-Swiss frontier during the postwar years. 
The misery, that was prevalent throughout Italy as com- 
pared to the high standard of living in Switzerland was an 
important factor. Then too. the enormous difference in 
prices for merchandise and in value of monev proved too 
big a temptation to the smuggling clan. 

Besides the frontier people, where smuggling as a career 
was passed down from father to son, outsiders from the 
big cities, international adventurers, tried their hands at 
this so called business, which paid high profits. The situa- 
tion became so serious after a while, that the Swiss gov- 
ernment mobilized special troops to patrol the entire fron- 
tier. This must have proved quite a job when you stop to 
consider that the frontier between Italy and Switzerland 
covers over two hundred miles. 


Thus started an almost constant battle between the 
soldiers and guards upholding the law and the smugglers, 
bent on breaking it, some out of greed, and some out of 
misery. Frontier guards were killed, and in their bitter- 
ness, the guards started to deal with smugglers in a 
harsher way than had been traditional in these mountain 
regions. Where in the past, they might have been apt to 
look the other way at some of the poor frontier people 
trying to make both ends meet, they started shooting first 
and asking questions afterwards. 

Everything under the sun. whether food, drugs cloth- 
ing and luxury items became an object of smuggling. 
\\ atches, coffee, tobacco, Penicillin and Insulin went from 
Switzerland to Italy. Silk cloth and felt hats, for which 
Italy had always been famous, nylon stockings and fas- 
cists found their way from Italy to Switzerland. Small 
Italian boys came to Swiss mountain people offering 
sweetend, condensed milk which originally had been sent 
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The village of Chiasso is cut in two by the Italian-Swiss 
frontier, bisecting it 


to Italy through the "Swiss Help for Italy". 

Headquarters for many of the smugglers were in the 
small frontier town of Chiasso. which, with dwellings on 
both sides of the frontier, made it an ideal spot for such 
enterprise. The organizers, however, of the stream of sup- 
lilies flowing in both directions worked from the big 
cities. 

1 hough the activity is much slower now, only an econ- 
omically balanced Europe will ever put an end to smug- 
gling at all frontiers of that continent. 


A Swiss custom officer carefully questions occupants 
and searches car arriving from Italy. 


Italian frontier guards near a fence separating 
at this point Italy and Switzerland 
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CONTRABAND Continued 



Traced line marks a hole on frontier where smugglers 
passed through clandestinely 



Two Italian guards at Lake Lugano. The other side of 
lake is in Switzerland 


At Lake Lugano, powerful searchlights are used at 
night by Italian custom guards 
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A motorboat of the Italian navy stops a suspect row- 
boat on Lake for interrogation 



These two smugglers didn't expect to meet guards 
so far out in the brushwood 



A Swiss frontier guard has surprised two smugglers 
and leads them off to guard house 
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These two, smugglers didn't go far. Swiss frontier 
guard stopped them at the brush 



Surprising two smugglers on the way to Switzerland 
with a load of contraband — Italian wine 



False bottom in home-made wooden sandal was used 
to smuggle an expensive Swiss watch 



Coffee costs three times more in Italy. Here, customs 
finds it hidden in home baked breads 


Swiss customs with a haul: one thousand pair of 
nylon stockings among other things 


No smuggler is without his bill-hook, to defend him- 
self and to cut a path thru the brush 






The photographer surprises two smugglers returning An Italian frontier guard covers a smuggler who 

after a successful?) trip — to their den sees no way of escape — up or down 

SMUGGLER'S END:-This photo shows the body of Alesscmdo Sestan, Italian smuggler shot by Swiss frontier 

guards when he tried to escape 
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T ^he maternal death rate in the 
United States is scandalously high. 
Each year 12,750 or more moth- 
ers die in childbirth. But if all the na- 
tion’s babies were born with as expert 
care as provided by the Chicago Mater- 
nity Center, only 2200 women would 
die. 

In the six years since it was estab- 
lished as an independent unit, the Cen- 
ter has delivered 16,770 women in 
squalid tenements and drab cottages 
and 736 hospitals with only 15 obstetric 
deaths. There was one such death to 
every 1110 births. That was six times 
as good as the national average — one 
to every 175. 

This record, which equals that of the 
richest and most spotless maternity hos- 
pital, was compiled chiefly on births in 
poverty-stricken homes attended by the 
Center's crews of interns and medical 
and nursing students, with expert ob- 
stetricians in charge and always pres- 
ent on difficult cases. Often deliveries 
of these cases are made amid scenes of 
appalling squalor, in tenements and. 
hovels alive with vermin and reeking 
with filth, by gas and candle light and 
oil lamps. 

As impressive as the record as a whole 
are its details. Only four of the Center’s 
mothers have died from dread childbed 
fever, chief killer of baby-bearing wo- 
men. That’s 10 times as good as the na- 
tional average. And 11,600 mothers 
have been delivered in succession with- 
out one death directly due to this in- 
fection, although it has been contribu- 
tory to two deaths of other causes. 


Similarly, the record for hemorrhage 
mortality is 10 times as good as the 
national. Only three of the Center’s 
mothers have bled to death, and none 
has done so in the home for three years. 
Four of the Center’s mothers have died 
of convulsions and two of kidney pois- 
oning,— one toxemia death out of every 
2800 births, although in the country as 
a whole one out of every 500 women 
bearing babies meets this agonizing 
end. Although one out of every 10 wo- 
men, on the average, dies when the 
Caesarean operation is performed on 
them, only one of the 112 patients 
which the Center has sent to hospitals 
for this operation had died, from either 
pneumonia. And these marks weren’t 
achieved at the sacrifice of babies’ lives. 
The Center’s live-baby record is twice 
as good as the national one. Neither 
does the Center try to hedge on its fig- 
ures. It emphasizes that 13 other of its 
mothers died, although the deaths were 
of tuberculosis, he?rt disease and other 
non-obstetric causes and do not affect 


comparison with the national rate. 

The Children’s Bureau asserts three- 
fourths of maternal deaths in the Unit- 
ed States can be prevented. It found 
many due to lack of good care, both 
pre-natal and at delivery. Much has 
been done to encourage pre-natal care; 
but to provide competent service for 
every woman at childbirth is a far more 
difficult problem. Three-fourths of 
American births occur at home. 

However, bright spots are appearing 
in the picture, as at Chicago Board of 
Health, which is analyzing causes of 
maternal death in the city, has been 
invaluable. The amazingly low maternal 
death rate of the Center has been ac- 
complished through almost fanatical ad- 
herence to t he 11 principles laid down 
by the founder and guiding spirit, Dr. 
Joseph B. DeLee. 

1. One trained head is responsible 
for all work; supervision of the Cen- 
ter’s expert obstetricians is ready for 
every childbirth. 

Continued on page 18 
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Three things are closely watched in pre-natal care at 
the clinic. Here, the blood pressure of a Mexican 
woman is being taken 



Weight is watched carefully. An expectant mother 
may gain an average of 20 lbs. in 40 weeks. 

Too rapid gain is dangerous 



At home — newspapers to be used as bed and table 
covers are sterilized in the kitchen. Instruments 
are boiled in pans 



A delivery with instruments is necessary in this case 
so the kitchen is turned into an operating room. 
Intern disenfecting hands 
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The bed is prepared. The home was clean but all this would have been prevented in a dirty home 



The medical student takes pelvic measurements with calipers under instructions of director of Center 




m 


Final precautions are taken— silver nitrate in the eyes 
as required by law to guard against blindness 



A healthy seven pound girl! And she arrived with 
one-sixth the average chance of death to the mother 


2. The patient, at home, is in an 
isolated unit, not exposed to foreign 
infections. 

3. Scrupulous pre-natal care at clin- 
ics guards against convulsions and kid- 
ney poisoning. 

4. The physician (an intern), a 
nurse and a medical student stay with 
the patient from the time labor starts 
until two hours after birth. By this 
watchful waiting, surprise complica- 
tions and accidents may be avoided. 

5. Strict precautions against hemor- 
rhage are taken; bleeding is controlled 
by drug injection and the Cook County 
Hospital “blood bank” is used for trans- 
fusions. 

6. Use of the drug pituitrin to in- 
duce labor and hasten childbirth is 
prohibited. Too often inexpert use of 
it for this purpose causes overly vio- 
lent contraction of the womb’s muscles 
and locks the baby within the mother, 

18 


Continued from page 14 

or ejects it so suddenly that a danger- 
ous tear results, with fatal infection 
following. Penalty for such use of the 
drug is immediate discharge of the in- 
tern. Pituitrin is used solely after birth 
by the Center to contract the uterus 
and prevents hemmorhage. 

7. Sane use of analgesic (a carefully 
modified “twilight sleep”) relieves 
pain, b.ut shuns such dosing that Labor 
is retarded and the patient becomes 
unruly. Only local anesthesia in nor- 
mal deliveries. Ether, a general anes- 
thetic is used in only 15 per cent of 
operative cases because it carries a 
danger of pneumonia to the mother 
and drugs the child. Local anesthetic 
is used with remarkable results in 85 
per cent of operative cases. 

8. Intensive aseptic technique. Only 
the region of the birth, the physician's 
gloved hands, the instruments, basins 


and dressings are considered sterile. 
All else is regarded as contaminated 
and must not be touched by the phy- 
sician. This differs from hospital tech- 
nique, where an attempt is made to 
keep nearly everything in the room 
sterile. This broad technique may give 
a false sense of security and makes too 
large an area, to guard for home obste- 
trics, the Center believes. 

9. Sufficient personnel and equip- 
ment is available, and so are good hos- 
pitals for emergency cases. 

10. Only indicated operations are 
performed. Birth is normal and with- 
out instruments unless the welfare of 
mother and child demand them. Es- 
pecially there is a low use of the some- 
times deadly Caesarean. 

1 1 . Indirect rather than direct ex- 
amination of the course of labor, to 
avoid infection of the birth passage. 




JOHN HOWE 


A HOUSE of 



Lady Frances Wedderburn Webster, 
who found herself enamoured of the 
young man with the monastery 


I f you woke up some day to find you had inherited the 
ruins of a twelfth-century monastery, partly re- 
modelled into an elegant country house, what use could 
you find for it? 

This question presented itself about a hundred and 
fifty years ago to a young man by the name of George 
pordon. He found quite an original answer. 

Though impossible to heat and ruinous to maintain, 
his dilapidated-monastery-unfinished-mansion was over- 
stocked with spacious bedrooms discreetly separated by 
great distances, yet conveniently linked by long echo- 
swallowing galleries. In fact, no sultan ever owned a 
building more suitable for a harem. 

And by all accounts young Mr. Gordon, who happened 
to be the sixth, the poetical Lord Byron, was a man able 
to appreciate such conveniences. Certain it is that his 
Newstead Abbey abetted him as efficiently in several of 
his innumerable love affairs as any venal nurse or cor- 
ruptible duenna. It is a house full of character, and a 
character as unique as its master’s. Not every house can 
claim the distinction of having played a part of its own 
in various torrid affaires de coeur. 

Newstead Abbey is a squarish cluster of light-brown 
castellated stone buildings in the remnant? of Sherwood 
Forest about ten miles from Nottingham, England. It 
has a right to its clerical name because it was built around 
1170 by the black-robed Friars of St. Augustine (though 
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Newstead Abbey, as it appeared at the time a young man sud- 
denly inherited the monastery from his father 


WHAT WOULD 
YOU DO IF YOU 
SUDDENLY 
INHERITED A 
MONASTERY 



ASSIGNATION 


it was really a priory, not an abbey). One wall of the 
priory church still stands at Newstead ’s northwest 
corner. 

The sprawling monastery got into Lord Byron’s family 
because Henry VIII’s first wife couldn’t give him a son. 
Disgusted, Henry asked the Pope to annul his marriage, 
which the Pope declined to do. Whereupon Henry started 
his own religion, and began by confiscating all the mon- 
asteries in England and selling them to his nobles at bar- 
gain prices, thus raising some cash and insuring their con- 
version. A certain Sir John Byron, known as “Little Sir 
John With the Great Beard,’’ bought Newstead Priory 
for 800 pounds in 154-1. 

When the future poet inherited the place in 1798 it 
was venerable but crumbling, and also haunted. The By- 
rons had tried to convert it into a country mansion and 
had got some of the bare stone halls floored and panelled, 
but most of the time its upkeep demanded a lot more 
money than they had left from their wining, wenching 
and other diversions. And apparently it lay under a curse 
bequeathed by the dispossessed Black Friars, since every 
now and then the ghost of one was glimpsed in the gloomy 
medieval corridors. 

But George Gordon Byron was one of history’s great 
lovers, who could easily have held his own with Casanova 
and Don Juan if only he had written memoirs instead 
of poetry. (Even as it is, his correspondence isn’t too dis- 


appointing.) When he pocketed his Cambridge diploma 
and took up residence at Newstead in the fall of 1808, 
he saw possibilities in the old Abbey not imagined by his 
predecessors lay and clerical. 

He was twenty years old, with the good looks and slen- 
der figure ( achieved by a violent system of diet and ex- 
ercise) which were soon to set the hearts of a whole gen- 
eration of women palpitating. He already had half a dozen 
love affairs and 'possibly a “natural” son — as they used 
to say in those days — to his credit. And his experienced 
eye saw at first glance that there was never a house so 
ideal for an assignation. 

Newstead was built on the standard medieval ground- 
plan for monasteries and palaces: a hollow square with 
a quadrangular open court in the center. At Newstead 
the court was about 65 feet square, and the outer dimen- 
sions about 100 by 135 feet. There were two stories to 
the house, although the upper and main story, which 
was very high, was divided at the comers into two levels 
giving a sort of third story in certain places 

A covered walk or “cloister,’’ whose roof was sup- 
ported by a colonnade of Gothic arches, ran around the 
sides of the court at the basement level. Here the monks 
had walked reading their breviaries— but here also a 
young man might stroll in romantic seclusion with an 
Continued on page 60 
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An eagle's view of one of the lush swimming pools with deck chairs and tables taking cover from the gently 

swaying palm trees 



One of the many night clubs where the sun-drenched visitors 
go to relax in the evening 


I t all started back in 1513, when a 
guy named Ponce de Leon set out on 
what was known in those days as a 
“quest” for a tourist motel named “The 
•Fountain Of Youth.” This fabulous 
place, it was rumored throughout the 
West Indies, offered innerspring mat- 
tresses and all modern conveniences 
at only twenty dubloons per week. 

Florida Historians still debate whet- 
her or not Ponce de Leon ever located 
the place. At all events, there’s a color- 
ful old Indian Legend to the effect that 



land... 


No, this is not Hawaii. Just one of Florida's famed 
beauties basking in the sand on the beach 


there was already a “No Vacancy ” sign 
up by October of 1511 and de Leon 
was wasting his time. 

We next find Ponce de Leon com- 
ing back for more in 1521. This time 
he brought a large party of tourists 
with him and set up his own tourist 
court. However, de Leon managed to 
get into a wrangle with a couple of 
Seminoles who were high up in the 
Chamber of Commerce. Finding that 
a suit of good old Toledo steel lacked 
much of being ideal beach wear, de 
Leon and his guests moved their arrow- 
proof cabanas to Cuba. 



As if you didn't know. What else but the well known 
Hialeah race track at Miami Beach. Wanna bet? 
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The dog is delighted with his surroundings, what 
with plenty of water and palm trees 


A balcony view of the gulf stream and lazy clouds 
drifting by in the sky 


And there we lose sight of the roman- 
tic figure of Ponce de Leon, the eternal 
quester, beating the Cuban brush in 
the hope of finding “a good nickel 
cigar.” 

Hot on his heels, in 1528, another 
Spaniard by the name of de Narvaez 
with three hundred well-armed clients 
landed in the vincinity of Tampa Bay. 
But the elusive and tantalizing legend 
of the good nickel cigar proved to have 
been premature. So de Narvaez de- 
cided' to open a night club called the 
City of Gold. 

In his search for a suitable site he en- 
countered a peculiar attitude on the 
part of local promoters. Each Indian 
tribe he approached suggested that 
the ideal site was in the territory of 
the next tribe to the North. This policy 
of boosting the grass in the next guy’s 
yard, fortunately, was not long in prac- 
tice among Florida communities. In 
fact, after passing the de Narvaez syn- 
dicate from hand to hand for eight 
years, at the end of which half a 
dozen survivors wound up in Mexico, 
even the patient Red Man wearied of 
the game. 

In fact, so abruptly did the policy 
change that, although Florida contains 
millions of acres, there were buzzards 
in the state who’d never even learned 
to fly. They just walked from body to 
body. The deplorable squabble over 
St. Augustine is perhaps the most not- 
orious example. For some centuries 
every-body who came to Florida felt 
they simply had to live in St. August- 
ine, or not at all. It became very, very 
de rigruer mortis to live in St. August- 
ine. 

The French knocked off the Ind- 
ians and the Spanish knocked off the 
French and the British knocked off the 
Spanish. And in between a lot of harm- 
less social climbers, like the Maroons, 



Water skiing is a hardy sport but here they make it more 
interesting playing "ring-a-rosy" with the trees 


Cabana beach clubs with the palm trees leaning for- 
ward and backward (at the same time) to give shade 



were wiped out. But there were a lot of 
socially prominent characters, like Sir 
Francis Drake, mixed up in the affair 
so naturally no one felt that he could 
afford to move to Palm Beach and get 
away from it all. 

The result was that Florida histor- 
ians, unfrocked New Nork newspaper- 
men for the most part, point with pride 
to the fact that the state has Been 
under no less than seven different flags. 
This fact is widely interpreted as the 
rude beginning of Florida's favorite 
industry and outdoor sport. The trans- 
fer of real estate titles is a particularly 
quaint and colorful native craft. 
Garbed in the traditional slack -suit, the 
realtors, as they are called, are still to 
be found plying their trade in every 
nook and cranny. 

The pervasive and tantalizing aroma 
of Abstract of Title hovers reminis- 
cently among the crowed streets of even 
so metropolitan a center as Miami. And 
much of the charming traditional arch- 
itecture of the public and residential 
structures owe their form to the cent- 
uries-old .custom of real estate trans- 
fer. The strictly classic arrangement of 
three real estate offices to each cluster, 
with a bar between each cluster of three 
offices, is not too common a sight these 


days. But it is still possible to buy real 
estate with little more effort than is 
required to flag down the first native 
you see carrying a brief case. 

At all events, the bloody boom of St. 
Augustine dwindled down to the point 
where Spain, which had developed a 
sound tourist agency while America 
and Britain called a halt on tourist ac- 
tivities until the unpleasantness of 
1776 blew over, owned every decent 
resort in Floriad. 

After it became apparent that there 
would still be some Americans and Bri- 
tons alive, Spain issued the old siren 
song. The Florida pamphleteers were 
rescued from their brief oblivion and 
once more set to work. That fine old 
Castilian touch of the original Florida 
boosters is even yet apparent in the 
handiwork of the modern followers of 
this time-honored guild of craftsmen. 

They began to woo restless American 
veterans, urging them to come to the 
Sunshine State and spend their days 
spinning yams of Bunker Hill and 
Yorktown under the palms. Tracts of 
land, suitable for lamp-posts and imag- 
inary boulevards with fancy-sounding 
Spanish names, were offered merely for 
the trouble of swearing allegiance to 
the king of Spain. 


Thomas Jefferson, then just a cab- 
inet minister, wrote President Washing- 
ton I wish a hundred thousand of 
our inhabitants would accept the invi- 
tation. It may be the means of deliver- 
ing to us peaceably what may other- 
wise cost a war.*’ He even suggested 
making a complaint “of this seduction 
of our inhabitants” as a means of con- 
vincing the Spaniard that he had us 
worried and would continue in this fol- 
ly of giving away perfectly good ham- 
burger joint concessions. 

Of course, this theory proved fallaci- 
ous in practice. Otherwise Miami Beach 
would be a part of metropolitan New 
York; Fort Lauderdale would be a sub- 
urb of Detroit^nd so on. In fact, wily 
old Thomas Jefferson could hardly for- 
see the dastardly cunning with which 
the Spaniards finally flung the whole 
mess in our lap reserving only a few 
likely chili-joint sites for themselves. 

By 1819 Florida had run up a bill of 
five million dollars in damage claims 
which Americans had filed against Spain 
during the troublous “Republic of Flo- 
rida” period. Unable, even then, to re- 
sist the temptation of taking over some 
other country’s debts, the United States 
fell for the deal. And the Yankees have 
Continued on page 54 
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Police authorities calculate fifty-thous< 
the alleys of Naples — 


W hen the Allies entered Naples, 
they found the city in a state 
of chaos, hunger and filth. The re- 
sultant prostitution which did not 
spare even the youngest, was the in- 
evitable tragic aftermath. In the pres- 
ent set of dramatic pictures, the pho- 
tographer has registered some of the 
youthful victims of this scourge, which 
are presented herewith for the first 
time. 


ind children of both sexes infest 
Jiving by their wits 


* Naples today, is a model city, en- 
tirely free from this scourge that in- 
fested it several years back. Capable 
policing work both on the part of the 
Occupation authorities and the Ital- 
ian police has cleaned up this situation 
entirely. 

However, at the time these pictures 
were taken, it is safe to say that at 
least 50,000 children of both sexes 
infested the alleys of Naples, living 


solely by their wits. One of the most 
lucrative sources of quick money they 
discovered was supplying useful in- 
formation — at 3 price. As the money 
rolled in, they became a bit bolder 
openly supervising and bargaining for 
a price. Naturally, as in all rackets, 
there are those who step in to take 
over. And in this case, one of the most 
respected and feared, of the lot, was 
a youth who knew no other name than 
“The General”. But in time — at- 
tempted organization by the “Gener- 
al" as it does to all racketeers proved 
disastrous. 
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A picture of totol bitterness and desolation — this youngster sits at a cafe table dejected and defeated, a 

typical victim of war 



No more than a boy himself — this youthful solicitor watches over his progenies like a mother hen watching 

her brood — anything but solicitous 27 






This youthful belligerent is respect- 
fully referred to as "The General" 
— a tough one too 


Youthful solicitors being questioned 
by the Italian police upon their ar- 
raignment, arrogant and 
tight lipped 



Two expectant mothers hide their faces from the camera upon their ar- 
raignment in court, what is their future? 



Unfortunate is this five year old who must begin her childhood ex- 
periences behind bars, a lasting experience 
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BALLET AT DUSK — Yvonne Simms, interprets the setting sun 
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A PAIR OF 

METAL CLAWS 

• •••••• 011 

DEATH STALKS 
THEJUN6LE 
DWELLERS IN 
THE STIU OF 
THENI6HT... 


A Leopard-Man, pictured by the author in the Sorcerers, similar to this one doing a ritual dance are 
prison of Gbarnga — 63 were held there responsible for spreading Leopard cult 


%fev- 


Be 


It* merr of HUMAN LEOPAh 


This is Ducho, the Alligator woman, also 
held at Gbarnga prison camp 


I f YOU Ever happen to find a native 
in possession of a hood made of 
leopard skin and sharp claws made of 
iron, take the thickest rope you can 
lay your hands on and let the fellow 
be hanged on the nearest tree.” 

“Is that an order?” I asked the 
French Colonial Administrator. 

“No” he said. “It is advice . . . ! ” 
I was about to leave for the inter- 
ior of West Africa where I intended 
to study the dreaded secret societies 
which are spreading terror all along 
the West Coast, between Sierra Leone 
and Walvis Bay. I knew that my task 
was anything but easy. The natives 
'are most reluctant to supply informa- 
tion on the activities of the secret 
societies, while the colonial admini- 
stration usually give as little publi- 
city as possible to the drastic mea- 
sures by which they attempt to crush 
the various secret organizations, es- 
pecially the Society of Human Leo- 
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By EDMOND DEMAITRE 

pards. “Leopard murder” are two 
words which are never uttered other 
than in a whisper all along the West 
Coast of the dark continent. 

According to the latest reports 196 
people were murdered during the past 
few years by members of the Human 
Leopard Society who infest the Cal- 
abar province in Nigeria. There are 
no recent statistics available on the 
leopard-murders in Sierra Leona, and 
in Liberia, but repoorts from Africa sug- 
gest that the number of ritual murders 
porpietrated in the hinterland of the 
African forest has considerably in- 
creased during the past years. Although 
hundreds of natives have been executed 
during the past decades for committing 
leopard-murders, the problem of the 
Human Leopards remains acute as it 
was at the time when the first white 
settlers, administrators and mission- 


aries arrived from Africa. 

Night falls rapidly in Africa. A few 
minutes after the last glowing beams 
of the sun has vanished from the hor- 
izon the dusk descends almost imper- 
ceptibly on the forest. One can make 
but a couple of hundred steps and 
the twilight has already turned into 
darkest night. / 

The natives take great care to re- 
turn to their village before nightfall. 
Those who were overtaken in the for- 
est by the rapidly falling dusk start 
running on the narrow p>aths as if 
they were pursued by a multitude of 
evil spirits. “The man who stays in 
the forest after sunset” says a proverb 
of the Fouta Djallon “is a dead 
man . . .” In most cases he is. 

The forest comes to life after sunset. 
After their long siesta • the giant 
snakes emerge from their torpor, red 
buffaloes start crashing through the 
thick undergrowth and panthers with 


big gleaming eyes set out on their 
nightly rambles. And in, the small 
clearings amidst the giant sycamores 
the hooded Leop>ard Men start gather- 
ing to their bloody palavers. 

There are usually six to ten men sit- 
ting around the smouldering fire. 
They all wear a hood of leopard skin 
which covers their face and half of 
their body. They don’t carry arms but 
to their wrist they attach a strange 
contraption, imitating the form of leo- 
pard-claws. One of them wears a neck- 
lace made of leopard teeth; he is in 
charge of the fetishes which are to be 
used during the grisly ritual. 

The palaver starts with strange in- 
cantations made by the medicine man 
wearing the magic necklace. At first 
his words are listened to in silence. 
But, suddenly, one of the men squat- 
ting near the fire emits a terrible, 
growling sound, somewhat similar to 
the rumble of an epileptic. Another 


answers him, while a third and a 
fourth leap into the air, imitating the 
howling of the leopard. For a few min- 
utes they keep on screaming grinding 
their teeth and leaping into the air. 
They roll on the ground in an insane 
frenzy while the medicine man places 
some magic herbs on the fire. As the 
smoke rises their ecstasy reaches its 
climax. In groups of two or three they 
leave the clearing. Crawling along the 
dark path they approach ip dead sil- 
ence the nearby villages or the isola- 
ted huts. They don’t care whether it is 
a man, a woman or a child whom they 
find on their way. They hurl them- 
selves on their victim either to kill him 
on the spot or to drag the unconscious 
body back to the clearing where the 
medicine man and the fetish are wait- 
ing for the human sacrifice. 

The reports bf the British Colonial 
Office on the trial of a group of nat- 
ives in Sierra Leone as well as the dis- 


patches published in the beginning of 
this year in the American press on the 
ritual murders in Nigeria, attributed 
exclusively to the Human Leopard 
Society the recent wave of “ju-ju kill- 
ings” which seems to be sweeping all 
West Africa. The fact is however 
that besides the Human Leopard So- 
ciety a great number of other secret 
societies such as the Human Alligator 
Society, the Human Snake Society 
and the Human Wart-Hog Society, 
are active on the West Coast. 

While the paraphernalia used by 
the various secret societies is different, 
(according to the totem-animal which 
the society has chosen,) the basic idea 
which determines the activities of the 
often competing secret organizations 
is the same. It is rooted in the well 
known belief that in certain circum- 
stances and with the help of magic any 
human being can temporarily take the 
shap>e of an animal. This belief was 
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rampant all over medieval Europe; its 
traces can still be found in the Bal- 
kans, especially in Rumania and in 
Greece. In France the last man to be 
accused of lycanthropy (which is the 
scientific term for describing man’s 
faculty to turn into a beast) was a 
certain Jacques Rollet who was sen- 
.tenced to death in 1598 by the trib- 
unal of Conde. In Germany strange 


ropean Werewolves or vampires had 
ever formed secret organizations sim- 
ilar to those which are still rampant in 
West Africa. 

Even the most primitive natives liv- 
ing in the darkest hinterland of West 
Africa are well aware of the fact that 
to keep a leopard-hood and iron claws 
concealed under the mats or in the el- 
ephant grass means to risk death by 


as pactised by the members of the West 
African secret societies keeps on baf- 
fling anthropologists and psychiatrists 
who attempted to solve the weird mys- 
tery of the Human Leopards. Firstly 
they wanted to identify the psycholog- 
ical motives which prompt the natives 
into joining the verious secret organi- 
zations. Is it cannibalism? Witchcraft? 
Psychological contamination? Secondly, 



A woman from the Kropcosi country (Liberia), with 
scars left by the iron claws of the Leopard-Man 



Gokete, the Leopard-Boy, who learned to live and 
attack with the Leopard-Men in the jungle 


tales about the dreaded Werewolves 
were told and believed as late as the 
nineteenth century . 

By pretending to assume the shape 
of a beast the lycanthropist expects to 
acquire such power and force as those 
possessed by the animal with which he 
identifies himself. From this point of 
view there is thus no difference be- 
tween the Nigerian Human Leopard, 
the German Werewolf or the Ruman- 
ian vampire. In Africa, however, the 
lycanthropists always act in groups 
while there is no indication that Eu- 


hanging or, in the best case, some 
twenty years of forced labor in an ex- 
tremely unpleasant African prison. 
This, however, doesn’t seem to prevent 
hundreds and hundreds of natives from 
joining every year the various secret 
societies and from taking part in the 
gruesome ceremonies of the lycanthro- 
pists. Their desire to be initiated into 
the gory mysteries of the secret socie- 
ties is much stronger than their fear 
from chains or from the hangman's 
noose. 

Two aspects of modern lycanthropy 


they tried to find out whether during 
the cannibalistic orgies the Human Le- 
opards actually believe that they have 
turned into beasts or whether they 
only resort to a strange symbolism in 
order to find an outlet for their mur- 
derous instincts In other words; is 
the leopard-hood only an excuse for 
cold-blooded murder or do the mem- 
bers of the Leopard Society actually 
identify themselves with the beast at 
the moment when they hurl themselves 
on their defenseless victims? 

These were the questions on which I 
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A True Sory from Africa about the Prevailing 


pondered while approaching Gbarnga, 
in the heart of the Kwpessi country, in 
the little-known hinterland of Liberia. 
I knew that the country was seething 
with secret societies and that the Hu- 
man Leopards were particularly active 
in this region. But I also knew that it 
would be easier to make an elephant 
pass through the eye of a needle than 
to make a Liberian official admit that 


out the truth about the Human Leo- 
pards had District Commisioner Harry 
Grey not fallen violently in love with a 
sweater which lay on top of one of my 
suitcases when he came to visit my 
camp in Gbarnga. 

I have set up the camp a few hun- 
dred yards from the small houses which 
served as headquarters to the District 
Commisioner. From the very beginning 


hunchback like the bell ringer of Notre 
Dame. It also had a ghastly color but 
District Commisioner Harry Grey 
seemed to have liked it. 

Whenever he came to my camp to 
assure me that he had never heard of 
seen Human Leopards, I kept on dis- 
playing the horror of a sweater. After 
three or four days of this cat and 
mouse play I finally decided to show 




The Ju-Ju of a Liberian village, and the attending 
priests who perform the rituals 


Nyeng, the Snake-Man, another type of cult with a 
prison warden at Gbarnga prison camp 


secret societies practising cannibalism 
do exist or have ever existed in the 
country. When in Dahomey I asked an 
official whether there were Human Le-. 
opards in the country, he said; "There 
are none in Dahomey. But there are 
plenty in Nigeria . . .” In Nigeria I was 
told; "There are none here. But there 
are plenty in Liberia . . In Liberia I 
was informed that there were no Leo- 
pard Men in the country but that hun- 
dreds of them were active in the neigh- 
bouring colony of Sierra Leone. 

I would have probably never found 


of our friendship I kept on speaking 
of Human Leopards, while the Dis- 
trict Commisioner kept on gazing at 
my sweater. 

This sweater was the foulest looking 
garment which has ever been presented 
to a man. I got it from my wife who 
thought that I would be needing some- 
thing warm in West Africa. Besides be- 
ing of the thickest wool, it suffered 
from all constitutional diseases a swea- 
ter can possibly suffer. When putting 
it on I seemed to have arms as long as 
a gorilla, a belly like Falstaff and a 


my cards. “I would be prepared” I 
said to present this sweater to anybody 
who would put me in the presence of 
Human Leopards . . The District 
Commissioner reflected for a few min- 
utes, then gave up. "There are sixty- 
three of them” he moaned "in the pris- 
on, a few hundred yards from here . . .” 
I spent the following days in inter- 
viewing, cross-examining and taking 
anthropometrical measurements of the 
four women, two young boys, and fifty- 
seven men who were waiting in the 
Continued on page 45 
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Cryptic remarks, sure, and they 
meant nothing to anyone but us. What 
had brought this on was the girl who 
was also admiring the Kid in a very 
unprofessional way. She was Dolly 
Benson, Windy’s niece and she and the 
Kid were gone on each other. Windy 
had tried to use her t make the Kid 
lose the Keeler fight but hadn’t count- 
ed on tie r falling for Young. Instead 
Ike maneuvered things so that the Kid 
laid out Windy’s contender and nailed 
his own challenge for the crown on 
black and white. 

Now Ike figured on getting the Kid 
a few tune up fights, picking up some 
loose bucks and building up for the 
championship match. Everything 
looked like apple pie. 

The Kid finished his workout and 
came over to us. There was a screwed 
up, thoughtful look on his ugly puss. 
“I been thinkin’,” he began slowly. 

‘‘Don’t!’ Ike said. “It always gets 
us in trouble. Lemme do the brain 
work; that’s what I get my cut for.” 

Up to that moment our trouble with 
the Kid had been in getting him to 
fight. Ordinarily he was an amiable 
sort of cluck but now we had a new 
Kid Young on our hands. He came up 
with a brand new idea. 


&R/CrLY 
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HUNGER 


7 -*M£re is nothing dull about the 
fight racket when you are associ- 
ated with a pair of prize goobers like 
George “Kid” Young, the challenger 
for the middleweight title and his ebul- 
lient manager, Ike Walters. Being 
Ike’s personal drumbeater puts me on 
'the inside of everything that goes on 
— and sometimes in the middle. 

It was about two weeks after the 
Kid had kayoed A1 Keeler and been 
signed for a title match that we were 
in the gym on 48th St. The Kid was 
taking a light workout to keep in shape 
while Mushky Malone, his trainer, 
Ike and me stood around and watched. 

“He sure looks good,” Ike said, nod- 
ding approvingly at the Kid’s slim, 
brown and muscular appearance. 

There was a low “Yak-yak,” beside 
us and Ike turned toward the crumby 
,human being who had emitted it. 

The object of Ike’s scornful glance 
was Windy Edwards, Ike’s mortal en- 
emy in the fight racket and manager of 
A1 Keeler. “He decked your man,” 
Ike pointed out, “an ’nothin’ you could 
finagle stopped him.” 


“I been thinkin’,” he repeated. “I 
heard that Joe Louis went aroun’ fight- 
in’ a man a month. The newspapers 
called it “The Bum Of The Month’’ 
tour.” 

“We can't use that angle,” I said. 
He faced Ike. “So why don’t we go 
him one better? You get me two fights 
a month!” 

Ike almost swallowed .his cigar. 
“Two fights a .month!” he yelled. 
“Two Bums of the Month. You’re nuts; 
you’re not that good.” 

“It’s a stupendous idea,” Windy ex- 
c’aimed, his moustache twitching de- 
lightedly, “Almost worthy of my own 
brain. It’ll make you the greatest 
fighter in history.” 

“It’ll make you a punch-drunk has- 
been,” Ike said loudly. 

I saw the Kid get that look in his 
eyes, a combination of mule and brick 
wall. “Two fights a month,” he said. 
“I like the idea. You get ’em or I won’t 
fight at all, not even the champ. Be- 
sides it’ll only mean eight fights an’ I 
won’t have to waste time trainin,.” 

Ike waddled around in a circle be- 
fore getting control of his blood pres- 
sure. “Listen, you ain’t that good. You 
ain’t had but fifteen fights all told but 
because we been careful you’re near 
the top. What do you think happens 
if some lucky palooka lays one on your 
pimple and you kiss the canves for the 
count? It happens to the best of them 
and you ain’t the best yet by a long 
shot. There’ll never be a title fight.” 
“I ain't afraid,” the Kid said 
stoutly. 

“No,” Ike retorted, “you’re too 
dumb to be afraid, but I ain’t. What’s 
the cause of all this sudden ambition?” 
The Kid showed a slight embarrass- 
ment as he looked at Dolly and she 
moved closer to him. “Well, me an’ 
Dolly will get married some day after 
she finishes that Columbia school an’ 
I’m gonna have responsibilities so I 
got to make money while the makin’s 
good. I’m gonna be one of them there 
hungry fighters.” 

“You’ll be strictly from hunger,” 
Ike said. “You’ll be like the pitcher that 
went to the well too often.” 

“I ain’t a pitcher,” the Kid pointed 
out. “I ain’t never played baseball.” 
Sometimes it’s pretty hard to tell 
whether the Kid is really dumb or just 
playing at it. At any rate Ike gave in 
temporarily, knowing from the past ex- 
perience that he could do nothing but 
bide his time and hope. “And I hope,” 
Ike told me confidentially, later, “that 
Continued on page 47 
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We were very fortunate to be in 
Florida at the time that top New 
York photographer Muky took 
these shots. The model is Albie 
G aye whose trick dancing ability 
helped greatly in effecting these 


poses. Believe it or not. the two 
pictures were taken without any 
repeats and it was more than a 
lucky shot. As a matter of fact, 
Muky visualized the editorial ef- 
fect when taking these pictures. 
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Albie G aye, this month's cover 
girl, was born and raised in the 
windy city, Chicago. A very able 
and capable interpreter of the 
dance. Albie drifted into show 
business with a comic routine 
that is unique. She recently re- 
turned from a tour that carried 
her through West Indies. Ber- 
muda. Cuba and back into Flor- 
ida. Her ambition— dancing lead 
in a New York musical. 





PAT ENGSTROM — Florida model, who is on tap in the sunny clime to start the season 




. 
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BETTY SHEWMAN 


•abilities who loves to cook and can ride a mean horse 


a model with 
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A SLOPING palm tree — a pretty girl — and Florida sunshine makes this tableau 
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FUN FOR MEN 



HOW TO DANCE 

Here is a simple guide that shows you how you can 
teach yourself to become a good dancer, easily and 
quickly. The author gives you all the fundamentals 
— leading, following, rhythm, keeping time to music — 
and then takes you step-by-step through easily fol- 
lowed text and illustrations, through the various rou- 
tines until you can confidently and correctly dance 
hte FOX-TROT, WALZ, TANGO, COLLEGIATE 
STEPS and even EXHIBITION BALLROOM DANCES. 
Included in the book are foot-patterns, which you 
use while learning the different steps. Complete direc- 
tions for men and women, beginners and experienced. 
Send for "MODERN BALLROOM DANCING" by Lil- 
lian Ray right now. Imagine that your home Price 
is a studio, and the author is your personal $~| AA 


A Small Business of Your Own 

By Harold S. Kahn. 1,000 Money 
Making Ideas for men in every field. 
Edited by the foremost writer on 
small business enterprises. It includes: 
BE YOUR OWN BOSS (with 98 dif- 
ferent small businesses de- $] AA 
scribed and explained). 


CIVIL SERVICE HANDBOOK 

Gives you the information on how to 
go about getting a lifetime, well- 
paying government job. Includes GO 
self-ytesting examinations with an- 
swers (for post-office, police, fire- 
men, clerk, etc.) to get you * 1.25 
to top of the list. Price 


MASTER COURSE IN HYPNOTISM 

by Dr. HARRY ARONS 

Teaches you the best method of hypnotic practice. 
It is written in plain language and all its state- 
ments are absolute facts and its illustrations are 
actual occurrences. This complete and up-to-date 
book includes the following chapters and lessons: 
What to Do Before Hypnotizing: The Hypnotic Per- 
sonality; Qualities a Hypnotist Should Develop; The 
Hypnotic Subject; Who Are Desirable Subjects; Dan- 
gers of Hypnotism and How to Avoid Them: Con- 
ditions, Favorable and Unfavorable: The Psychology 
of Hypnotism; The Subconscious Mind; The Hypnotic 
Voice: HOW TO HYPNOTIZE: The Hypnodisk; Stages 
of Hypnosis; Timid or Skeptical Subjects; What to 
Say; Basic Methods: Hypnotic Phenomena; How to 
Awaken : Mysteries and Secrets of Hypnotism : Stage 
Hypnotism; How to Give a Demonstration; Miscel- 
lany, etc. Hypnotism is today acknowledged to be an 
exact science. There is no restriction upon the ac- 
quisition of this knowledge. Its blessings and powers 
belong to all who desire and are willing to $•> AA 
secure them Pric 



SCIENTIFIC CURIOSITIES OF LOVE 
LIFE AND MARRIAGE 
by Dr. Rustam J. Met ha 

A Survey of Sex Relations, beliefs and 
Customs of Mankind in Different 
countries and ages. Price $3.50 


SCIENTIFIC CURIOSITIES OF SEX LIFE 
by Dr. Rustam J. Met ha 

Astounding abnormalities & curiosities 
of the sexual life of men, women of oil 
ages and countries. Price $3-00 



KNOW YOUR PROSTATE 

The Dangerous Age in Man! 

^ Here is a most valu- 
er able book for the 

man over forty, who 
wants to know why 
his physical health, 
mental power and 
I the ability to sus- 

’ tain his drive and 

years are waning. 
Inevitably, every 
man must become 
acquainted with The Prostate Gland — 
the usual cause of his difficulties. The 
information and advice given in this 
frank, simply written and authoritative 
book vFH| save the average man years 
of uncertainty and misery. PART OF 
CONTENTS: — The Vital Importance of 
the Prostate: The Controller of All 
Activity ; Men Also Have Change of 
Life; The Beginning of Old Age; Dis- 
orders of the Prostate; Advice on the 
Cure of Disorders — You can sleep well, 
the truth about Tobacco and Whiskey 
— Wisdom of Moderation. * - ~ 
Price 


*2.oo 


THE TECHNIQUE 
THE LOVE AFFAIR 

He kissed herl She pressed her body 
closer to his, and returned a kiss he 
was not likely soon to forget. — Then 
reverting to her “Planned Love Tech- 
nique,” she said, “Now John dear, 
you should not have done that.” . . . 
All women have what is needed to 
attract a man or men and to carry 
on love affairs successfully — if they 
know how to go about itl This book 
tells you how. The book includes a 
series of conversational dialogues be- 
tween two women. One woman asks 
questions, relating to love, attrac- 
tion. sex, marriage, man and woman 
relationship — and the other woman 
answers all the questions fully. Any 
woman with a knowledge of the wiles 
and snares used to captivate a man, 
should be able to attract, develop 
and hold a man's desire and SO SO 
love. 208 pps., cloth bound. 

IT'S EASY TO DRAW THE 
FEMALE FIGURE 

The beginner or advanced artist who 
wishes to draw the female form will 
find this book extremely helpfuL It 
contains dozens of sketches and draw- 
ings of parts of the body and full fig- 
ure. in varying positions. The book 
does not contains any text, as the au- 
thor feels that you can learn beat 
from seeing and following. So there 
are dozens of drawings in every con- 
ceivable pose. Send for "It’s Easy to 
Draw the Female Figure” by $ 1.00 
Leif Andersen, now. Price ** 


IT’S FUN TO DRAW 

A Complete Self-Instruction Course and Reference 
Book, with Over 1000 ”How-To-Do-lt" Drawings. 

HERE'S HOW IT'S DONE I 



If you can doodle you can learn to draw. And this 
book will prove it. It teaches by illustration. It re- 
moves the mystery that has surrounded art for years. 
By reducing the elements of drawing to its essence, 
it teaches the BEGINNER to draw, and to advance 
into more and more difficult subjects. For the prac- 
ticed artist, it is a source book and veritable mine 
of information. This book guides you from the first 
stroke on paper to selling the finished art work. In- 
cludes specific instruction, advice, tricks, ideas on — 
Still Life, Animals, Human Figure, Portraits, Letter- 
ing. Color Work. Cartoons, Comic Art, etc. SI AA 
Profusely illustrated Price -1oW 


FRENCH CARTOONS 

The French have a flair for 
cartoons and art that is 
appreciated all over the 
world but only created in 
gay France. The cartoons 
are sly and flavorsome — 
its joys are delicate and 
special. Its candor and its 
rich humor, especially re- 
garding I o.v e in all its 
angles, makes it a tickling 
affair. A clean air of inno- 
cent naughtiness hangs 
over all. Without a sugges- 
tion of vulgarity or of- 
fense. sex is the main 
theme of this book but treated in a happy tone. There 
are 128 laugh-filled pages — with each cartoon slyer, 
wittier and more "French" than the next — but the 
whole is a. book for the man who appreciates * 1.00 
a laugh, as well as his love. Price 



HOW TO ORDER 

Fill out the coupon and mail your order. If you send pay- 
ment with order, pleose odd 15c only for shipping costs 
to your complete orderfnot for each book).We hove to do 
this because postage rotes hove just gone up ogoin . . . 
If you prefer c.o.d. shipment, you can pay postman on 
delivery for cost of books plus postoge charges. 


MONEY BACK GUARANTEE 

All orders will be moiled promptly. If, for any reason, 
not completely satisfied, return them ond get money 
bock ot once. 


PADELL BOOK CO., Dept. 5 La) 
•30 Broadway, New York, N. Y. 


Please send me the book or books, I have checked 
below. If not satisfied, I can return for full refund. 
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) Mow to Done# $1.00 

) A Smolt Business ot Your Own 1.00 

) Civil Service Handbook 1.00 

) Master Course in Hypnotism 2.00 

) Scientific Curiosities of Sex Life J.50 

) Know Your Prostate 2 00 

) The Technique of the Love Affair 2.50 

) It's Eosy to Draw the Femole Figure ... . 1.00 

) It's Fun To Drew 1 .00 

) French Cartoons 1.00 

) Scientific Curiosities of Love Life 8> Marriage 3. SO 


I am enclosing $ in full payment, plus 15c 

only for shipping costs. Order mailed postoge free. 


Please send order C.O.D. for $„ p| us 

postage. (Minimum postage and fees ore 38e). 


City and Zone. 


State. 


FOREST OF HUMAN LEOPARDS 


Continued from page 33 


prison of Gbarnga to be sent down to 
the coast for trial. I also took the first 
photographs which have ever been 
taken of so called Ju-Ju murderers. 

All sixty-three people whom I 
found in the prison of Gbarnga were 
brought there a few days before my ar- 
rival as the result of a giant raid which 
had been carried out by the Liberian 
Frontier Force. The raid was ordered 
by the authorities of Monrovia who 
got alarmed by the increasing number 
of ritual murders occurring in the hin- 
terland. The operation was still going 
on while I interrogated the Ju-Ju mur- 
derers. Three more men — their necks 
attached to a pole fastened to their 
back — were brought to Bgarnga by 
the LFF the day after I have started 
the cross-examination of the prisoners. 

The first Leopard Man I interro- 
gated was a nine year old boy, called 
Gokete. His mother had died when he 
was a baby. He lived with his father in 
a small hut in the leopard infested 
Giyo forest. According to five wit- 
nesses, all members of the Human Le- 
opard Society, Gokete took active part 
in at least three leopard-murders. As 
far as District Commissioner Harry 
Grew knew, Gokete’s father wasn’t a 
member of any secret organization. 

Gokete bore all sign of physical de- 


generation but intellectually he seemed 
to be perfectly normal. When I asked 
him how he became a member of the 
Leppard Society, he first refused to an- 
swer, but when the District Commis- 
sioner — who acted as interpreter — in- 
sisted, he decided to relate his exper- 
iences. 

“I met a leopard in the forest” said 
Gokete" who summoned me to follow 
him. We came to a hut where there 
were several leopards crawling around. 
I was given a leopard skin and a pair 
of claws which the others attached to 
my Wrist. Then I was ordered to crawl 
into a dark hole which had two entran- 
ces. It took me quite a time to pass 
through the hole because I was very 
frightened. When reaching the exit I 
saw a woman lying in the clearing; she 
was covered with blood and a leopard 
was sitting on her chest. The other leo- 
pards came along and we tore the 
woman to pieces with our claws. Since 
that evening I turn into a leopard 
every night, but I have never killed 
anybody.” 

Another interesting case was that of 
Nyend, a thirty-three year old native 
of the Kwptessi country who was a 
member, and presumably the chief of 
the Human Snake Society. 

"Since I was a child” he said "I 


heard that man can turn into beast. A 
few months ago I met a Ju-Ju priest 
whom I asked whether he could intro- 
duce me into the Human Leopjard So- 
ciety. He looked at me, then said that 
I wasn’t strong enough to be a leopard 
but that I could join the Snake Society. 
He said also that I looked like a snake 
and he gave me a star-shaped stone 
with a large hole in the middle. In this 
hole he put some medicine which I had 
to sniff when meeting the other Snake 
Men. On a certain night, which the 
Ju-Ju priest had indicated, I went in 
the forest where I met two men who 
had turned into snakes.” 

“How did you know that they were 
men and not real snakes?” I asked. 

"They were real snakes but I knew 
that they would resume their human 
shap>e. They were both hanging *on the 
same tree and they spx>ke to me. I 
sniffed the medicine in the stone and, 
suddenly I turned into a snake. One of 
the Snake Men asked me to go to the 
village and bring a woman or a man. 
I refused but the others insisted. Fi- 
nally one of them left. A few hours 
later he returned, carrying one of my 
neighbors on his shoulders. It was then 
that I killed the man.” 

"How did you kill him?” I asked. 

Continued on page 46 





“By rolling myself around his throat. 
At dawn I went back to my hut and 
slept until noon.” 

“Why did you kill the man? Did you 
hate him?” 

“No. I killed him because snakes 
kill men.” 

“Did you turn into a snake since you 
are. in prison?” 

“I do it every night.” 

“Did you pay the Ju-Ju priest who 
gave you the stone?” 

“Yes. I gave him an axe and a goat.” 
Lt. John Sawyer of the Liberian 
Frontier Force who arrested Nyend 
(whose real name was Niengbih- 
kniwlee) told me that Nyend spent all 
his life in his village and never gave 
any trouble to the authorities. 

During our conversation I noticed 
that Nyend seemed to be fascinated by 
the pencil which I was holding in my 
hand. It appeared that he didn’t know 
what a pencil or paper were. I was the 
first white man he had ever seen. 

Duchu, a fierce looking woman, ac- 
cused of participating in several mur- 
ders committed by the Human Alliga- 
tor Society, knew what paper was but 
she couldn’t tell her age. She was 
about twenty-five years x>ld. Accord- 
ing to her story she was never initiated 
as member of the Alligator Society. 

“I was born into the Society” she 
said. “Every night when I fell asleep I 
turn into an alligator. Then I creep 
down to the river anti meet other 
people who have turned into alligators. 
It happened to me once or twice that I 


threw myself on people who were 
brought to the river but I never killed 
anybody.” 

Duchu admitted to have taken part 
in cannibalistic orgies. Her eye and 
knee reflexes were weak but normal. 
So was her pulse. From the description 
of her fellow-prisoners I guessed that 
she had suffered epileptic fits. She was 
married but had never had any chil- 
dren. 

Seven of the sixty-six men whom I 
interrogated in the prison of Bgarnga 
were Ju-Ju priests or sorcerers. Whet- 
her sorcerers or not, they all seemed 'to 
be firmly convinced that they had 
actually turned into leopards, snakes 
or alligators when perpetrating their 
appalling crimes. This belief of theirs 
could not be shaken by any logical or 
rationalistic argument. When I told 
them that they couldn’t turn into 
beasts while being kept in prison, they 
shook their head, repeating; “Yes, we 
can . . . We always do . . . !” 

Only a very small fraction of the 
lycanthropists whom I have interro- 
gated (108 altogether) in Gbarnga and 
later in the Mano country, bore signs 
of degeneration; very few suffered from 
nervous diseases; none of them could 
be described as utterly insane. Aside 
from the strange splitting of personal- 
ity of which they suffered, they were 
typical men of the forest, neither more 
primitive, nor more cruel than the av- 
erage inhabitant of the West African 
hinterland. They realized that they had 
done something for which they should 


be punished, but they couldn’t under- 
stand quite clearly why society had a 
grudge against them. After interview- 
ing a particularly repulsive looking Le- 
opard Man, he turned to the interpre- 
ter, addressing him in his native 
Mano. “What does he say?” I asked. 
“He wants to know” replied the inter- 
preter “whether you have brought a 
present for him ...” 

Judging by the answers which the 
lycanthropists have given me regard- 
ing the motives which have prompted 
them to join the secret societies, it ap- 
pears that the chief underlying motives 
were desire for power, avarice, venge- 
ance, jealosy and the wish to identify 
themselves with a superhuman power 
as represented by the various beasts. 
They were super-sensitive people who 
became easy victims of the psycholo- 
gical infection spread by the sorcerers. 
Superstition, suggestion and auto-sug- 
gestion did the rest to bring about the 
most amazing form of split personal- 
ity. From purely a psychological point 
of view the Human Leopards thus un- 
derwent th,e same process as the officers 
of the Nazi Elite Guard who after 
murdering scores of people in the after- 
noon, joined their family in the even- 
ing, looked at their stamp collections 
and played sentimental songs on the 
piano for their children. Examined in 
this light, the weird story of the Hu- 
man Leopards deserves greater inter- 
est than that which is usually shown for 
more or less picturesque ethnographic 
oddities. 




STRICTLY FROM HUNGER 


we come up against some bum who 
gives him a run for his money early 
so's he’ll wake up.” 

The Kid had three fights and three 
hard knockouts to start his tour and 
it began to look as if we might carry 
it off. This was the state of affairs 
about ten-thirty on a Friday evening 
in the Detroit Olympia where he was 
fighting Red Overton, a local wonder, 
in the fourth match of the tour. 

Our party sat at ringside while the 
ref gave the men their instruction. We 
had a good house and the only sand in 
the sugar was the presence of Windy 
Edwards with his trick moustache and 
foppish appearance camouflaging the 
black heart of a Machiavelli of the 
fight game. The other member was 
Dolly Benson whom the Kid had in- 
sisted should accompany us. 

Up in the ring the fighters had 
shucked their robes. The lights were 
down except those above the ring and 
the bell sounded. Mushky gave the Kid 
a pat on the back and our fighter shuf- 
fled into the center of the ring. He 
looked good, trained to a fine hairline 
edge. He met the local boy and tossed 


Continued from page 35 

a left hook that glanced off the guy’s 
shoulder. 

“Ike,” I nudged him, having seen 
something exceedingly disturbing. 
‘‘We’re in for trouble.” 

Ike rolled a dead cigar *a h? c V.-s. 
His expressive face was working. “I 
don’t think so. This local palooka ain’t 
got a thing. The only trouble we got,” 
he added sourly, “is that damn 
Windy.” 

“That isn’t it — ” I began but Ike 
was full of his own gripes. 

“Chaperone,” he snorted, “why that 
gal needs him for a chaperone like I 
need him for a brother. The only 
reason he pulled that one on us was to 
make his cornin’ along legitimate so’s 
he could pull off some more of his shen- 
nanigans. Maybe he figures on bust- 
ing the Kid and Dolly up an’ makin’ 
the Kid feel so bad he won’t fight,” 
and Ike, with his eyes on our battler, 
moved a shoulder convulsively in time 
with a punch that went wide of Red 
Overton’s jaw. 

I tried once more to attract his at- 
tention but unsuccessfully. 

He continued; “Windy put that 


Two Bums idea into the 'Kid’s head 
too. It’s just the kind of a thing he’d 
dream up.” 

In the ring the Kid was making a 
chump of himself. The round came to a 
relieved end. When the bell rang and 
the Kid moseyed back to his corner 
Dolly said, “What’s the matter with 
George? He isn’t fighting like he 
should.” 

“Who said he was a fighter?” Windy 
said smugly. 

“Now, Uncle Eustace,” his niece ad- 
monished him and Windy subsided. 
He’s been quieter ever since it got out 
that his name was Eustace. 

“I’ll tell you what’s the matter,” I 
said hotly. “I haven’t gone blind, and 
you’d better watch the next round, Ike. 
The Kid’s gone stale. His timing is off 
and his footwork’s gone, what little 
there ever was of it. He’s got a hard 
fight ahead of him and hell have to be 
lucky to win this one.” 

“Why should he be stale?” Dolly 
asked. She was a nice looking doll with 
brown eyes and hair and a swell figure 
Continued on next page 





but she wasn’t as dumb as that remark 
made her sound. She just didn’t know 
a hell of a lot about fighters. 

‘‘Because this is his fourth hard 
fight in less than two months,” I said 
sadly. ‘ Because he isn’t Superman or 
a reasonable facsimile. He’s just a 
young fighter on his way up and he’s 
bitten off more than he can chew with 
this Two Bums tour. Sure, it’s swell 
publicity but you don’t win a title 
with it.” 

The bell rang for round two and I 
slumped into my chair and shut my 
trap. Now that I had brought it out in 
the open they would all notice it. Dolly 
looked worried as the Kid missed a 
punch ; Ike riveted his protruding and 
slightly panicked peepers on the Kid. 
The only happy one was Windy Ed- 
wards. He was grinning. Why not? Al- 
though the Kid had beaten his man 
Windy might still be able to get the 
title match for A1 Keeler if tha. Kid 
blew sky high like a leaky boiler under 
pressure. 

We remained in dead silence through 
rounds three'and four and five during 
which the Kid took about as much as 
he dished out. If I had been a judge 
and scoring the fight I’d have no 
qualms about giving the duke to Red 
Overton. The crowd was doing it. 
They had come out here expecting it 
to be a display of power on the part of 
the challenger. Instead they were be- 


ing treated to the spectacle of a close 
match and by a fighter who ordinarily 
couldn’t carry a bucket of water for 
the Kid, let alone fight him. 

The noise mounted like a fat wom- 
an on a step ladder and as the fight 
came closer to the tenth frame it was 
like seas breaking on rocks in a high 
wind. At the final bell I was almost 
certain we had lost. 

When the announcer picked up the 
slips and came to the mike the arena 
fell into a cemetery silence. He said 
very slowly and reluctantly, “The win- 
nah — Kid Young!” (and the crowd 
raised the roof like the cover on a tea 
kettle. I let out a deep breath that I 
had been holding. Ike was pale faced. 
“That was too close.” he said. “We 
better do somethin’,” and we started 
for the dressing room behind the Kid 
and Mushky. 

We beat Dolly and her Uncle Eus- 
tace by a short head. Ike locked the 
door and while the Kid stripped for a 
shower he gave him the fireworks. 
“You’re stale,” he barked like a seal. 
“Your feetworks off, your timin’ ain’t 
no better than a dollar watch and you 
couldn’t hit a wooden Indian standin’ 
in front of you.” 

“You been fightin’ too often, Kid,” 
Mushky said huskily. “You need a 
rest.” 

“Lemme cancel the rest of the tour.” 


Ike pleaded. “We ain’t got nothin’ to 
lose.” 

“No,” the Kid said stubbornly. “I 
feel fine, maybe a little tired,” he looked 
like the model for a Roman’s dream of 
a prizefighter. He stepped into the 
shower and turned on the water. “I 
ain’t stale,” "he yelled. “I guess maybe 
I ain’t in good condition. What I need 
is more fights to get me in trim.” 

“He want more fights,” Ike said dis- 
mally. 

The Kid came out of the water and 
began dressing while we called him 
polite names and tried to convince him 
that a rest was what he needed, not 
fights. Finally we had to cease when 
the pounding on the door got too in- 
sistent. Mushky opened it at a nod from 
Ike and allowed a flustered Dolly to 
come in followed by Windy. 

She made a line for the Kid. 
“George! We thought something had 
gone wrong.” 

He grinned sheepishly. “I won, 
didn’t I?” 

“You shoulda decked him,” Ike 
fumed. “Two rounds or less for a 
cheese like that. What happens? He 
stays the limit.” 

“Which one was the cheese,” Windy 
said meaningly. 

“Quiet, Eustace,” Ike growled. 

Before all this could develop into a 
rhubarb the Kid had put on his coat. 
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“I gotta go. Me an' Dolly got time to 
catch a show yet. So long.” 

We broke up the clambake a few 
minutes later. Ike and I ditched Windy 
and went silently to our hotel room. I 
lay down on the bed for a smoke and 
watched Ike circle the room with an 
intense expression of concentration dis- 
figuring his face. 

Finally he stopped before me. ‘'This 
is a hell of a note,” he said plaintively 
and I knew what he meant. Ordinarily 
a fighter does what a manager tells him 


but not a temperamental duck like the 
Kid. He was always coming up with a 
scatter idea that had to be humored 
just to keep him fighting. Ike loved the 
Kid like a son but the championship 
meant more to Ike than life. He and 
Windy had been feuding for years, each 
hoping to put the finishing touch over 
on the other by coming up with a 
champion and now, being so close, Ike 
didn’t dare lose the Kid. 

Having thought of all this in a sec- 
ond, I asked. "What are we going to 


do about it?” 

"What we need is some gimmick, 
some scheme to make him quit fighting 
until it’s time to get in trainin’ for the 
title go.” 

“Hit him with a baseball bat,” I 
suggested. 

“No,” Ike rejected the idea with all 
seriousness showing how badly he was 
affected. “I might kill him or maybe 
hit him so hard he wouldn’t be able to 
fight the champ.” 

“I can’t think of a thing.” 

"Look, you know how crazy he used 
to be about dames. Always worried 
about his looks and wanting dames to 
make passes at him. Why couldn’t 
we — ” 

"No,” I said. "He’s too wrapped up 
in Dolly now to see anything else in 
skirts. And his looks don’t bother him 
any more ; she likes him the way he is.” 
I sat up and doused my cigarette. 
"You might as well give up, Ike. Any- 
thing we do will only make things 
worse. We’ll get a raft of bad publi- 
city, the gate for the title match will 
be down to nothing and the Kid will 
probably end it all by getting his block 
knocked off.” 

"There must be some way,” Ike in- 
sisted. "There’s got to be.” 

"That’s what Windy’s hoping for. 
You don’t think he’s given up on get- 
ting A1 Keeler a shot at the title?” 

"I know he ain’t. He’s at the bottom 
of all this.” 

"Let’s get some sleep,” I suggested. 
“We got some hard days ahead of us.” 

W r e had about ten days before we 
had to show up at the scene of our 
next fight. Ike went around in a trance, 
sucking glumly on a dead cigar and 
trying to figure out a scheme whereby 
he could persuade the Kid to call off 
the tour and still save our fistic faces. 

It didn’t help his disposition any to 
have Windy underfoot all the time, 
ostensibly chaperoning his niece but 
really, as Ike insisted, rattling what 
brains he had trying to hex the Kid. 
Windy’s conduct certainly upheld this 
belief. He went around like a melo- 
drama heavy; he twirled his mous- 
tache. 

"Too bad, all that heavy planning 
and sooner or later the Kid gets flat- 
tened,” he said. 

"Flattened!” Ike roared. "WTio the 
hell is good enough to do that?” 

"Oh, lots of guys,” W r indy claimed 
airily. "There’s always one around 
somewhere better than the best. I got 
a hunch the Kid’s going to run into 
him sooner or later.” 
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“Like he’ll run into a brick wall,” 
Ike said. 

“That can be arranged since he’s 
not very bright,” Windy said, depart- 
ing, for Ike was winding up to throw 
one at him. 

“Windy’s got another scheme up his 
sleeve to make the Kid a chump,” I 
said thoughtfully. 

“He can’t do nothin’,” Ike insisted, 
fretfully and not very convincingly. 
“What the hell can he do?” 

. “I don’t know. But he tried some- 
thing with Keeler, and the time before 
that and if he keeps trying long enough 
he’s going to hit the jackpot one day.” 

Ike munched his cigar. “Joe, for the 
life of me I can’t see what he can do — 
but just the same I’m scared. So close 
to the title an’ maybe we don’t win it.” 

We rolled into town four days be- 
fore the fight, got the Kid down to the 
gym to make things look good and 
normal and let the newsmen have a 
look at him. “Nothin’ but light work- 
outs an’ no sparrin’,” Ike told him. “I 
ain’t givin’ the papers a chance to see 
how bad you are.” 

“There’s nothin' wrong with me,” 
the Kid insisted. 

“Nothin’ having a brain couldn’t 
cure,” Ike said. 

There was no further discussion 
about it since Young didn't particu- 
larly relish hard training. Workouts 
showed him in a good light and the 
sports writers went away feeling that 
his last fight was simply a fluke, the 
sort that comes along once in a while 
when a fighter has an off-night. What 
did worry us was W’indy’s slinking 
around like a big cat after a mouse. He 
wore a large grin and a wise look and 
the more we saw of him the less we 
liked the situation. 

The break came the afternoon of 
the fight. It was about two o’clock and 
the whole entourage was down in the 
hotel dining room enjoying a meal 
when the local promoter blew in. He 
looked very sick. 

“What’s up, Harry?” Ike asked. 

Harry dropped into a chair and gar- 
gled a bit of water. “This is terrible. 
You know what happens? That meat- 
head of a Bud Thomas the Kid is sup- 
posed to fight sprains his thumb this 
mornin’. It looks like a balloon. An’ I 
got a sellout.” 

“That’s bad,” Ike said brightly, not 
giving a damn. 

“What I come for was to ask you if 
it’s all right to get a sub. I ain’t sure I 
can get one but if I don’t I’ll have to 
refund. A fifteen grand house.” 
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Emotions played tag all over Ike’s 
face. He was thinking a canceled fight 
would get the Kid two extra weeks rest. 
He was also thinking of all the beau- 
tiful celery he would never get his 
hands on and that the Kid likely as 
not would come up with another blis- 
tering idea that would land us in the 
hot water again. Either way we lost. 

“Certainly they won’t fight a sub,” 
Windy retorted unasked. “The Kid 
might get himself laid out like a rug.” 

“I’ll fight anybody,” the Kid said. 

“And George will win too,” Dolly 
said loyally. “I wish you wouldn’t talk 
about him like that, Uucle Eustace. 
George is going to be the champion 
someday.” 

“I’m only repeating what his own 
manager thinks,” Windy defended. 

That settled it. Stung by the accu- 
sation and insinuation Ike said; “Go 
ahead. We’ll fight your sub.” 

Harry left immediately. “This is 
going to be some big joke on you if 
he happens to get a good man,” Windy 
said. 

“Who can he get on such short not- 
ice? The local boys ain’t good enough 
to muss the Kid’s hair,” Ike retorted. 

The conversation lagged and a few 
minutes later Windy left the table. We 
watched his going with suspicion. I 
had a feeling that something for our 
discomfort was cooking in that weasel 
brain.” 

We found out what it was soon 
enough. Ike picked up a late edition 
of the paper a few hours before the 
fight and turned to the sports page. He 
howled like a curly wolf. “Joe, Joe! 
Take a gander. They can’t do this to 
us.” 

I grabbed the paper. In a nice boxed 
story with pix we were informed that 
due to an unfortunate accident and a 
bit of luck on the part of the promoter 
the public was going to have the priv- 
ilege of seeing Kid Young and A1 
Keeler in a return match that evening. 
The whole thing suddenly became clear 
as a glass of water. 

“Call it off,” Ike stormed. “They 
ain’t gonna put this over on me. It’s a 
swindle. Harry shoulda called me up 
before gettin’ him.” 

I called him. The fine mixing hand 
of Windy showed all too clearly. When 
I got Ike down to a slow simmer I 
said; “You can’t call it off. It’ll be bad 
publicity; you might get suspended 
for running out and the title bout can- 
celed. Looks to me like Windy got to 
Harry and put one over on us and we 
can’t do anything about it now with- 


out cutting our own throats.” 

“That Windy,” Ike groaned. “C’mon, 
I wanta see that rat.” 

His room was down the hall in our 
hotel and we walked in on him unin- 
vited. He was sprawled in a chair with 
a tall glass beside him and a foot long 
cigarette holder sticking out of his 
mouth. “Ah, there,” he greeted. 

Ike shook a fat finger in his enemy’s 
face. “You did this,” he shoved the 
paper at Windy. 

Windy gave it a glance and tossed it 
aside. “I was just doing all of you a 
favor. Harry couldn’t find a sub and 
I knew you wouldn’t want to call off 
the fight and give back all those dirty 
dollars so I cleared with the Commis- 
sion and wired A1 to hop a plane out 
here pronto. It’s only a three hour 
ride.” 

“You had it fixed,” Ike accused, out- 
raged. “You prob’ly paid Bud Thomas 
to sprain his thumb so you could ring 
in A1 Keeler. You’ve had him trainin’ 
all this time just for this spot.” 

“A man has to protect his interests,” 
Windy said. “Keeler is a better fighter 
than Young and ought to have the 
title match. Now go away and let me 
plan my strategy for tonight.” 

We left. The world had crashed 
around our ears. When we saw the 
Kid he didn’t seem to mind but Dolly 
looked beat. She realized the serious- 
ness of it. “I wish there was some- 
thing I could do,” she said. “I don’t 
want George to lose.” 

“You’re all right,” Ike told her. “I 
guess they got us by the tail with a 
downhill pull.” 

We took off again for a bit of liquid 
solace. “If the Kid gets beat they’ll 
cancel the contrac’ for the title match 
and sign A! Keeler. An’ that’s what 
Windy wants.” 

“Sure, he’s got us,” I agreed. “The 
papers are calling this a return match 
and a grudge fight and we can’t get 
out of it.” 

Ike shook his head sadly. “I gotta 
use my brains,” he said. 

The scene in the dressing room was 
as grim and stark as a Greek tragedy. 
I was nervous, Mushky frankly pes- 
simistic and Ike as cool as a load of 
dry ice. He was always imperturbable 
when the worst was threatening to 
happen. “Well, Kid,” he said gently, 
“this is the payoff. Your Two Bums of 
the Month tour brings us results. To- 
night you get your block knocked off 
into the next country.” 

“I’ll be all right,” the Kid insisted 
Continued on page 52 
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doing a skip and throwing one at his 
shadow. “I’ll murder him." 

"Keeler is fresh an’ you’re stale. 
Windy’s been primin’ him for just 
such a spot. There ain’t no question 
but when the fireworks is over Keeler 
will be fightin’ the champ instead of 
you. Your only chance is to go out and 
score a kayo in one round." 

Ike opened the door to a knock. A 
Western Union messenger shoved a 
wire at Ike who signed the book, 
pushed a buck into his mitt and slam- 
med the door in the boy’s face. He 
tore it open, read it and put it in his 
pocket. 

"Can’t something be done?" I asked. 

"It’s all finished. There ain’t a thing 
more anyone can do." his voice was 
flat. 

The usher stuck his nose in and told 
us we were on. We started for the 
arena. It was packed to the girders. 
They were hanging by their teeth to 
see this one. A while back A1 Keeler 
had been a contender for the crown un- 
til he met the Kid and got himself 
knocked out. Now it was a return 
match, even if accidental, and he could 
regain his lost prestige with a win. It 
was just the sort of situation that al- 
ways drew a crowd. They all remem- 
bered that until the fatal fourth round 
Keeler had been ahead. 

Ike and I sat down while the Kid 
climbed in and Mushky worked over 
him. In the opposite corner sat A1 
Keeler, big and in the pink of condition. 
There was confidence exuding from 
him like sap from a tree. 

"We’ve got one chance," I said. “If 
the Kid finally realizes the spot he's in 
he may put everything into one round 
and hope for a kayo.” 

“He won t," Ike said coolly. “He 
don’t believe anything we tell him.” 

"What was that wire you got?" I 
asked just to get off the impending 
tragedy. 

"From a dame." 

"Dames at your age?" 

"For the Kid. I’ll give it to him 
later." 

I breathed. If Ike didn’t want to 
give the Kid a telegram before the 
fight it could only mean that he 
thought we had a chance and didn’t 
want to upset our man. But I couldn’t 
see what he could pull out of his hat 
this time to turn disaster into victory. 

The lights went down over the house 
and a thin haze of smoke curled around 
the ring lights as the bell sounded for 
round one. 

From the first punch it was appar- 


ent that the Kid didn’t have it. He 
was tired and lackadaisical and Keeler 
went around him like a man on a pogo 
stick, throwing lefts and rights that 
shook up our boy. Young threw a few 
that got noplace because his timing 
was so awful. The crowd was on its 
feet yelling hoarsely for a quick kayo 
and across the ring Windy Edwards 
was enjoying himself. 

The Kid let go a stiff left that some- 
how caught Keeler and staggered him 
giving our boy a chance to catch his 
breath. They went round and round 
again with the Kid intent on keeping 
out of the way and throwing a wild 
right or left every once in a while 
which Keeler rode with or ducked. It 
was a pleasure to hear the gong sound 
for the end of the round. The Kid came 
back to his corner and the frantic min- 
istrations of Mushky Malone. 

Ike went up into the ring in time to 
catch a question from the Kid who 
had searched the ringside intently. 
“Where’s Dolly? Why ain’t she here 
tonight?" 

“Dolly" Ike said. “Oh, yeah. She 
sent you a wire.” He handed it to the 
Kid. Young spelled out the words to 
himself, turned pink, purple and green 
and tried to stand up but Ike shoved 
him down. "You’ll have to finish the 
fight first,” he said just as the ten 
second buzzer sounded. By the time he 
scrambled back to his seat the gong 
had sounded for round two. 

"What was in that wire?" I asked. 

“Have a look." 

I did. It said; Darling, I can’t stand 
to see you lose nor become a blood- 
thirsty savage intent on fighting all 
the time so I am going home on the 
10:15. Goodbye. Dolly. 

“Some more of Windy’s work,” I 
said. "He’s been trying to bust them 
up and now he’s done it." 

But Ike wasn’t listening. A roar from 
the crowd caused me to look up in the 
ring. I jumped a foot. Windy was look- 
ing sick, A1 Keeler sicker. The Kid 
had dug out a reserve store of angry 
and scared energy and was going at 
Keeler. I realized why. It was 9:45 by 
the big clock on the wall. If he could 
end it quick he could get to the station 
in time to nab the 10:15 and Dolly. 

I settled back almost happy. The 
Kid was bouncing A1 Keeler from cor- 
her to corner, off the ropes and the 
canvas. No science, no footwork, no 
timing, just the sheer strength of des- 
peration. He let go a terrific right a 
few seconds before the bell that found 
its mark and floored A1 like a dog. The 



bell rang and the Kid, spent and 
weary, tottered to his corner while 
Keeler was dragged to his. 

We spent the next sixty seconds 
dying. The mob observed the drama 
with relish. Everybody knew the Kid 
had shot his last bolt. If Keeler an- 
swered the bell the fight was his. They 
worked over him. 

He shook his head and got to his 
feet at the buzzer, then, as the bell 
sounded, he stepped forward. We kis- 
sed everything good-bye, but Al’s 
eyes glazed and he fell flat on his face. 
It was over. 

Before we had a chance to do any- 
thing the Kid was flying to his dress- 
ing room. Ten minutes later when we 
got there he was already gone. 

“He’ll be all right,” Ike said. “We 
might as well go back to the hotel, 
pack up and take the next train for 
New York.” 

“What about the rest of the tour?”- 

“That’s off,” Ike said with satisfac- 
tion. “The Kid ain’t fightin’ nobody 
between now and the champeenship 
bout. He’ll be too busy tryin’ to catch 


up with Dolly.” 

“What about all that?” I said. “One 
minute we were lost and the next 
everything’s fine. Why don’t I get told 
what’s going on?” 

Ike puffed a cloud of smoke from his 
live cigar. “There wasn’t time. It come 
over me sudden-like. What’s the only 
thing that can make the Kid forget all 
his foolish ideas and everythin’? Dolly. 
So I went to her and explained the sit- 
uation.” 

I blew a fuse. Ike’s habit of slurring 
over details makes me want to chew 
carpets. “Explained what?” 

“I told her if the Kid kept on fight- 
in’ like he talked about he’d become a 
stumblebum. So I said, you want him 
to be champ you got to help, I says, 
why don’t you pretend to bust up with 
him so he’ll forget about this tour an’ 
concentrate on gettin’ you back? I 
wrote out that wire for her and pulled 
it on the Kid at the psychological 
moment.” 

“How could you be sure it would 
work? And what happens when the Kid 
finds out it was a put up job?” 


“It had to work,” he explained pat- 
iently. “It was the only way to scare 
him into fighting hard. By the time he 
finds out he’s been tricked it’ll be too 
late and he’ll be too happy about get- 
tin’ Dolly back to do anything about 
it.” 

“I don’t get it,” I said. “I don’t get 
it. What happens when he catches up 
with her at the station. He had plenty 
of time.” 

“There ain’t no 10:15,” Ike said. 
“She left on an earlier train. An’ he 
ain’t gonna catch up with her, not un- 
til just before he goes into trainin’ for 
the title fight. Dolly seen my point. 
She’s gonna be moving aroun’ so fast 
he won’t catch up with her until she 
winds up her little trip in training 
camp.” 

I observed Ike admiringly. So many 
times he had turned the rainstorm in- 
to a rainbow, but how long could he 
keep it up? And was it luck or was he 
a genius? I didn’t know. 

He didn’t say. He simply rolled a 
thick, black cigar in his lips and 
chuckled. 
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been paying off this obligation to the 
Florida natives ever since. Each year, 
amid picturesque pageantry, an event 
takes place known as“ The Florida Sea- 
son”, during which millions of cele- 
brants troupe gaily Southward and sym- 
bolically pay off this debt with inter- 
est for a hundred and twenty years, 
compounded semi-annually. 

Presumably while U. S. Highway 
Number 1 was in the works at Wash- 
ington, the Surveyor-General, George 
Clark, made a junket to Florida. As he 
slipped his expense-account through the 
wicket at the Treasury, he muttered, 
“The St. Mary’s River has long been 
a jumping-off place of a large portion 
of bad characters who gradually drift 
southwardly; warm climates are con- 
genial to bad habits.” 

That historic utterance may have 
seemed like a feeble excuse to the Sec- 
retary of the Treasury; but it certain- 
ly answered the question of whether or 
not it was going to be worthwhile to 
build U.S. Highway Number 1. That 
was in 1821; but it was many weary 
years before the prophetic vision of 
George Clark was embodied in actual 
concrete and a congenial climate made 
possible for the bad habits which had 
been festering under uncongenial con- 
ditions in Boston -and elsewhere. 

But the turn of the 19th Century 
was a prophetic time. In 1810 a torch 
was first held aloft at New Orleans. A 
torch which has since been carried far- 
ther westwardb y intrepidyoung men 
in their search for the freedom to be- 
lieve as they chose about fortune-tell- 
ers, yogis, and sealed booklets that sold 
for a quarter. In that year, Governor 
W.C. Clairborne wrote of Florida, “My 
impression is that a more heterogeneous 
mass of good and evil was never before 
gathered in the s^me extent of terri- 
tory.” 

These were spacious and gracious 
times; and the competition has since 
become much less generous and Willing 
to concede a point here and there. His- 
tory does not state how many seasons 
Governor Clairborne spent in Florida; 
but he was plainly a man who gathered 
impressions built to last. That stately 
old impression still stands today. In- 
deed from this point we fondly take 
leave of Florida history, since we no 
longer have need of it. Clairborne 
spoiled the whole story by telling how 
it came out, anyhow. 


Along about this time Florida be- 
gan to fill up with “crackers”. But the 
development of the cracker cannot pro- 
perly be considered Florida History 
since today’s crackers are just like the 
originals. The cracker, with his inferior 
predatory instinct, is not to be confused 
with other natives gifted with a greater 
awareness of the opportunities with 
which this sunny land abounds. 

This later group, whom, we shall call 
super-crackers, look just like anybody 
else. The true cracker is like nothing 
else on earth, unless it is the Georgia 
cracker. The real crackers seem to stick 
pretty close to the northern part of the 
state, and spend most of their time 
horsing around in the swamps and tur- 
pentine forests and otherwise cutting 
capers for the case-books of the droves 
of social workers who come down to 
write them up. Naturally, these social 
workers aren’t in the heavy dough; so, 
by virtue of an unwritten law, they are 
more or less reserved for the crackers. 

About the only super-crackers oper- 
ating in the upper section of the state 
are the cattle kings. These local gentry 
have developed an inedible breed of 
beef cattle for highway processing. 
There are more of these cows in Flor- 
ida than there are of the hamburger 
kind in Wyoming. Before the war there 
were over a million and a half cows in 
Florida. But cattle experts anticipate 
a post-war expansion of this number as 
soon as highway construction is re- 
sumed on a large scale. 

Some of the bigger operators main- 
tain herds of over ten thousand cows 
and often require as much as fifty or 
sixty miles of high-grade highways for 
the strategic disposition of their herd. 

* These animals are runty, scrawny and 
unappetizing-looking creatures. But 
they serve their purpose admirably; and 
even calves of the breed are more than 
a match for the lighter Buicks. 

The influx of Black Market million- 
aires during the post-war season and 
the consequent increase in the numbers 
of Cadillacs and heavier imported cars 
on Florida highways has led to frantic 
efforts to improve the hardier stock. 
However, it’s amazing how many cows 
manage to bag two or more cars. It is 
rumored that one progressive breeder 
has developed a blue-ribbon four-car 
cow; and judges at Florida cattle shows 
scrutinize the entries for fender-welts 
Continued on page 56 
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and bumper-bruises rather than 
“points” 

It’s almost a certainty that “best-of- 
show” in any Florida county fair judg- 
ing will sport a clearly embossed Ford 
emblem on its forehead. The Florida 
cowboy is, in his own right, a sight 
worth seeing. Hollywood has overlooked 
a natural Laurel and Hardy medium in 
neglecting this phase in its truly study 
of the cattle industry. 

But there are rich rewards in store 
for the intrepid wayfarer who shakes 
his Cadillac at last to Jacksonville, the 
Gateway to Florida. The Backdoor is 
over at Tampa on the Gulf Coast, al- 
though there are just as many cows to 
get through coming in that way. 

Jacksonville has the highest homicide 
rate of any city on the face of the 
earth and is especially recommended 
for restless war veterans. However, 
there seems to be no connection be- 
tween the homicide rate in Jacksonville 
and the sort of thing that went on in 
St. Augustine during the days when it 
was Florida's only hope of a vacant 
apartment. Some unofficial observers 
feel that Jacksonville's homicide rate 
is a result of its geographical position. 
This is the first point on the road which 
affords the tourist a chance to take his 
eyes off the highway and turn his at- 
tention to passengers who have been 
chanting, “Look out ... a cow!”, for 
the past few hours. 

At this point, the carefree voyager 
is becoming aware of the variety of 
strange and handsome insects which this 
lush tropical clime supports. While 
these wee creatures will be sponged off 
your windshield free of charge at any 
gasoline station it is not to be thought 
the resourceful Floridans tolerate these 
small citizens without some tinge of 
commerce. Indeed, among their number 
is one variety of tropical tick which has 
meant millions to cattle raisers in the 
state. 

Some years ago the activities of this 
tick led to border warfare with Georgia 
citizens who felt that cracker blood 
was not thicker than ticks. Georgia 
cattle have no highway privileges and 
the ticks were helping themselves gen- 
erously. Florida ticks. But Florida’s 
sacred highway cows, bred to resist the 
onslaught of the savage Chevrolet, 
wasn’t worth a cent more without ticks 
than with ticks. 

In an effort to keep peace with Geo- 
gia, which controls a part of U.S. High- 
way No. 1, and thus had a hand around 
the throat of Florida, the state launched 
an anti-tick campaign. By the end of 
1939 Florida had spent three million 


dollars on tick eradication, most of 
which went to cattle owners at the rate 
of three cents per cow for the privilege 
of de-ticking their cattle. Other insects 
await development as a Fesource. 

Except for race-horses and grey- 
hounds there isn’t an abundance of big 
game in Florida. In fact, there isn’t a 
much bigger kind of game anywhere in 
the world than the Florida dog-tracks 
and horse-tracks provide. These games 
snarl up the traffic so badly in centers 
like Miami that they’ve necessarily be- 
come basic industries, since the con- 
gestion makes it possible for the citi- 
zens to take up truck-driving and sim- 
ilar mobile pursuits for a livelihood. 

Subsidiary animals, such as the snake 
and the alligator are not greatly in 
evidence. The ’Gator, particularly, sur- 
vives largely as a good name for a bar 
in the event that the guy next door has 
already named his joint The Brown 
Derby or Mocambo. Live Moccasins 
were hunted during the depression and 
sold at the rate of ten cents per linear 
foot. Miles of these snakes were brought 
up before the Army restocked Miami 
hunting grounds with fifty thousand 
healthy boys whose bite was guaran- 
teed against even such venom as might 
be present in a case of Trench Mouth. 

Of course, the mysterious Everglades 
harbor any number of long, thin birds. 
These birds come with long- pipe-stem 
legs of various lengths and spend much 
of their time flying about looking for 
places to land where the water isn’t 
deeper than their legs are long. Thi‘ 
scene of quiet desperation stretches out 
well into the middle of next week on 
either side of the Tamiami Trail. This 
picturesque route is dotted at intervals 
with scouting parties of Seminole Indi- 
ans disguised as pottery salesmen. These 
people, seemingly out for the tourist 
trade, are actually waiting for the first 
break on the part of the Federal forces. 
They've long suspected that a convoy 
of Trailways buses will pull up some- 
day and disgorge that spur-clanking 
horde of boys in blue. In the meanwhile, 
a little trafficking with the enemy does 
no harm and serves to keep the tribal 
pickets amused. 

Indeed, this is an attitude shared by 
the fine old Confederate aristocracy of 
Florida, consisting of the first seven 
strata of real estate brokers laid down 
in the remote antediluvian time when 
nothing so vulgar as money figured in 
a real estate transaction. The hot sum- 
mer months of each year are set aside 
for the making of large and airy “Old 
South” gestures. It is during these 
Continued on page 58 
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Continued front page 56 
rilonths that pilgrims from the South- 
ern States invade Florida at bargain 
rates and the word “damnyankee” is 
flung about in comradely abandon. 

Much of the Florida Confederacy, 
however, is of very recent allegiance 
and the recruiting goes on through the 
summer. It is considered conduct un- 
becoming to an officer and a gentleman 
to linger in Florida beyond the first of 
June without swearing fealty to the 
cause of Jeff Davis. It is interesting to 
speculate as to the outcome of General 
Sherman’s march had it continued on 
across the border and down as far as 
Key West. His poor impression of war, 
gleaned almost solely in the State of 
Georgia, might then have led to some 
really pungent advice to future selectees. 

But whether swathed in the julep- 
and-crinoline aura of the unrecon- 
structed South or the tropical verve of 
the Spanish -American, or any other of 
the other advertised brands of local 
color, the Floridian remains on the 
whole reminiscent of Main Street mer- 
chandising. Even the intransigent Sem- 
inole seems to |be developing the 
paunch and sharp features of the dis- 
placed persons who have brought the 
cultures of Detroit and Cleveland to 
the race-tracks and beaches of Florida. 

However, all the intense trading in 
sites for abandoning lamp posts and 
pink concrete curbing, as well as the 
subsidiary traffic in quaint objects made 
of seashells, are merely by-products 
of the principal activities of the tropic 
retreat. These principal occupations are 
concerned with complex biological re- 
searches feverishly conducted between 
beach and bar. The precise nature of 
these activities is very difficult to define 
and the best efforts of even the most 
eloquent of those engaged in them fre- 
quently degenerate into a low and pri- 
mitive whistle. 

By common consent, apparently, this 
work has been divided between male 
and female and is conducted to two 
distinctly established patterns. During 
the day there is general exposure on the 
beaches. It would appear, however, that 
the masculine objective in this bodily 
exposure is to permit the free escape of 
animal heat rather than to attract at- 
tention. Within a very limited range of 
costume variations the females are 
garbed to attract attention. 

This attention is directed at them, 
by day, through dark glasses; and, by 
night, through an alcoholic haze. There 
is considerable debate among the males 
as to whether the females look better 
through dark glasses without their 
clothes or through spirituous mists with 
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their clothes on. Beach commercial in- 
terests connive to keep this point in a 
lively and active state of moot. There 
is also considerable speculation as to 
the possibility of Florida coastal waters 
being infested by sharks. And each sea- 
son a number of hardy sceptics essay 
the question by actually swimming 
around in the water, although this sci- 
entific spirit is by no means widespread. 

For the most part, beach activity 
consists in lounging around in the sand 
or wading out between the groynes, 
which are long strings of log pilings 
stretching out into the water to keep the 
sand from shifting away from places 
where it is valuable real estate to places 
where the tax-rolls would be forced to 
consider it public beach. 

This vital function is memorialized 
in the frequent notices: “Danger! Keep 
Away From Groynes”. To what degree 
the warning is seriously intended by 
municipal authorities and also to what 
degree is it seriously heeded is the sub- 
ject of much beach chit-chat. Some say 
the spirit of the caution is purely ironic. 
Others maintain that it is simply re- 
verse-English advertising. 

However that may be. as soon as the 
sun begins to sink the dark glasses are 
discarded. When even that does no 
good and the female form continues to 
blend with the shadows, Florida night 
life begins. The females don garments 
which do not imperil the Caesarian sec- 
tion and enter upon the most difficult 
phase of their day. They now embark 
upon a strenuous competition to see who 
can get the most drinks bought for 
whom and by whom. The sharp under- 
currents of this feminine conflict seems 
to pass unheeded by the males who 
prowl up and down the bar seeking 
compatriots from Brooklyn or Cincin- 
nati. While the blind urge to unite of 
the elders of the various municipal 
herds is thus rampant in the early sta- 
ges of the evening, the females engage 
in pump-priming by buying the prelim- 
inary rounds for themselves. Soon, how- 
ever, the fog creeps up over the level 
of the bar-stools and the males are 
able to recognize the females even with 
their clothes on. 

And so it goes. What’s the point? 
Just Florida’s biggest industry, that's 
all. Of course, these things are done 
much better among the tribes of the 
South Seas. But, after all, Florida isn't 
that far South. It’s pretty much the old 
flim-flam that Schopenhauer called “the 
quintessence of all the swindles of this 
noble world” and it goes on all the time 
and everywhere. But in Florida it at- 
tains the status of a full-time occupa- 
tion and perhaps indicates that at the 


present cultural level very few Ameri- 
cans are equipped to dedicate their 
whole day to it with any degree of 
aplomb. 

For those with important problems 
on their minds, of course, Florida pro- 
vides golf courses where the traditional 
industrial axis of any four manufac- 
turers can get together to consider the 
dangerous iniquities of the working 
classes and continue the animated day- 
dream in which little white balls on 
wooden pegs assume the proportions of 
a union leader’s head impertinently 
perched atop a white collar. This rather 
stodgy area of activity has many allied 
lines and is simply a continuation of 
Northern activities of the same kind. 

The spirit of open camaraderie is 
characteristic of Florida. Life during 
the season is a gay democracy in which 
people with the same amount of money 
fraternize freely, and pople with dif- 
ferent amounts of money but of dif- 
ferent sexes do likewise. There are, 
however, places like Palm Beach in 
which caste and protocol are every- 
thing. Palm Beach is sort of an exclu- 
sive UNRA-UCO for European blue- 
bloods who hadn’t enough money to 
buy a share in Hitler. But Palm Beach 
hospitality enables them to live just as 
well as those who did. 

Yes, Florida is full of a number of 
things, not the least of which is the 
Yankee dollar. And as the hairy behe- 
months of the Northern market-places 
lumber Southward, bringing their na- 
tive parasites with them for a sojourn 
in the sun, the out-stretched native 
palms beckon along the boulevards. 

But of all the victims of the complex 
swindle and counter-swindle that is life 
among the homo sapiens these are the 
most blissfully deluded. No doubt even 
Ponce de Leon, who lost his iron shirt 
on the Florida beach back in 1513, held 
his nose and swigged that Florida sul- 
phur water and went home to spend the 
rest of his life swearing up and down 
old Castile that it was growing pains, 
not rheumatism, that kept him all bent 
over that way. 

However, I’m here to cast doubt on 
the growing legend of the effect that 
the crews of Nazi U-boats sank all 
those ships off the coast of Florida out 
of pure pettishness because heedless 
tankers persisted in wandering between 
the periscopes and the beaches. 

I don’t believe half the stuff I read 
in seed-catalogues, either. All I know 
is that they didn’t land any Nazi spies 
on the Florida Beach with a suit-case 
full of money. They dumped them out 
on the Long Island shore. Poor devils. 
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arm about a slender waist, admiring 
the flowers on the courtyard lawn. If 
one stepped through the weather-beat- 
en arches which opened from the clois- 
ter walk, he would find himself in 
large, damp basement halls contain- 
ing the stone tombs of remote ances- 
tors — surroundings in which one’s com- 
panion might well snuggle closer as she 
heard the story of the Black Friar. 

On the main level, above the clois- 
ters ran four long galleries, each over 
sixty feet from end to end, connecting 
with each other and linking up all the 
rooms in the mansion. Off the west 
gallery opened the entrance hall, which 
was probably little altered since the 
twelfth century. The east side was oc- 
cupied by a huge parlor, one of the 
few furnished rooms, which had been 
fitted up with a good deal of splendor 
even to a breath-taking blue-and-gold 
Venetian ceiling. The south side had 
been the monks’ dormitory, and had 
been broken up into four huge bed- 
rooms, each named after a king who 
was supposed to have slept there. And 
the north side offered a musty library 
overlooking the ruins of the priory 
church and churchyard, with Sherwood 
Forest beyond. Where could a lover 
find more romantic scenes in which to 
woo a lady? And since George was an 
only child and an orphan, he had the 
house to himself — with an ideal rendez- 
vous at every point of the compass. 

Refusing, therefore, to sell the tot- 
tering relic, His Lordship announced 
that although he was financially un- 
able to restore Newstead extensively, 
he would fit it up sufficiently to pro- 
vide a home for his widowed mother. 
Then, while recruiting a staff of ser- 
vants, he saw to it that his mother 
rarely got near the place. The villagers 
in nearby Hucknall, Linby, and Bul- 
well began to remark that if a girl 
in that countryside was uncommonly 
good-looking or luscious of figure, she 
somehow wound up as a domestic at 
Newstead Abbey. There is some ground 
for suspicion that nobody on the estate 
except the butler was over thirty, and 
that about ninety-seven per cent of 
the staff was female. Byron called his 
pretty servant-maids his “makers and 
unmakers of beds,” and latter ad- 
dressed Newstead in verse with unre- 
pentant complacency: 

Monastic dome! Condemned to uses 
vile! 


Where Superstition once had made her 
den, 

Now Paphian girls were known to sing 
and smile. 

The master’s rooms, in which the 
Paphian lasses must have done a good 
deal of their singing and smiling and 
so on, are a suite of three at the top of 
the house in the northwest corner. They 
have been kept as nearly as possible 
the way Byron left them. You ascend 
by a narrow stone staircase from the 
gallery above the cloisters and emerge 
first in the dressing-room, which is pa- 
pered in green. Being very small this 
room could by a supreme effort be 
heated — after a fashion — which is prob- 
ably why Byron used it for putting on 
his clothes. 

From it two doors open. That on 
the left takes you into Byron’s bed- 
room, where the dominant object is a 
huge four-poster bed with rich canopy 
and hangings, which had seen service 
in Byron’s rooms in Cambridge. The 
bed almost fills the room (appropri- 
ately, perhaps) but there are also a 
sort of ladder for climbing into the 
bed, an extra bed at the foot of the 
big one (probably for the valet), a 
bureau with a surprising variety of 
pitchers and basins, and a writing- 
desk in the window overlooking the 
drive and the upper end of the nearby 
lake. 

A door beside the catacorner fire- 
place at the foot of the bed opens 
into the third room, whose other door 
connects with the dressing-room. This 
third room was the Prior’s Oratory, 
favorite haunt of the-Black Friar, and 
it was left untouched. With its bare 
stone walls and floor it is a twelfth- 
century room between two modern ones. 
Its one lancet window looks out on the 
lawn which was once the nave of the 
priory church. 

Thus, with a ghost in one room, a 
girl in the other, and his man-sized 
Newfoundland mastiff in the third to 
chew up intruders, the-master of New- 
stead lived a typically Byronic life 
which couldn’t be matched in London, 
Bagdad or Monte Cristo. 

As a rule not many details about the 
Paphian household staff at Newstead 
get into Byron biographies, and in fact 
not many have been allowed to sur- 
vive. But the story of Susan Vaughan 
may serve as a typical example. 

Susan was a little Welsh girl, and 
Byron nicknamed her “Taffy.” She 
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Continued, from page 60 
probably came to Newstead in the fall 
of 1811 as a laundress, when His 
Lordship was beginning to '‘gather my 
little sensual comforts together” again 
after a two-year trip on the continent. 
Susan said she had “ever been a total 
stranger to Love ” but at Newstead 
she soon learned about it. Her head 
was quickly turned by the master's 
evident liking for her, and she sighed 
with contentment as she ironed his 
shirts. 

When he went up to London for a 
few weeks she wrote him fervent if 
slightly illiterate letters. “You, of 
course, have not forgot,” she wrote 
“the night you come up to our room, 
when I was in bed — the time you 
locked the door. You woked the boys 
and ask’d George if he knew you.” 
(Susan and Bessy looked after the val- 
et’s children.) “He told you he did, 
which he did indeed, so well that he 
as not let it slip his memory yet. .now 
* . .he looks very earnestly at me, and 
says he: Why, Susan, have you forgot 
Lord Byron coming to bed to us? Ah, 
says he, by God, if you have forgot it, 
I have not yet. Don’t you remember, 
Susan, me Lord putting his hand so 
nicely over your bosom? — The Devil 
may have George Fletcher, if he did 
not kiss you besides, and Bessy too.’’ 

But now that Susan was no longer 
a stranger to Love, she began to get 
pretty familiar with it. His lordship’s 
handsome young page Robert Rushton, 
who had been Lucy’s prize, seems to 
have got interested in "Taffy” to the 
point of misbehaving with her. Furi- 
ous with jealousy, Lucy told the mas- 
ter. Then Robert and Susan quarreled, 
and he went back to Lucy, whereupon 
Susan in turn complained to Byron. 
“They are under the necessity of go- 
ing into — R’s bedroom,” she reported, 
"so that they may not be disturb’d . . 
It is nothing but Robert my lad ’ and 
Lucy me lass? I know still further, 
but you must excuse my saying. . . . 
they may please each other, as I don’t 
doubt but they do. . ” 

The master was enraged at Robert, 
his great favorite, following in his foot- 
steps — and poaching on his preserves. 
There was a flury of angry and plead- 
ing letters. Finally he forgave Robert, 
but Lucy and Susan were both fired. 

Newstead was the vital factor also 
in the most amusing of Lord Byron’s 
affairs. His poem "Childe Harold,” 
Continued from previous page 
published in 1812, made him the Sin- 
atra of his generation. Its important 
effect on English literature was insig- 


nificant compared to its effect on En- 
glish women. By the fall of 1813 when 
James Wedderburn Webster, a college 
acquaintance, invited the poet to visit 
his home in Yorkshire, Byron was tired 
of fending off women and accepted. 

Webster’s wife Frances was a shy 
little thing who had had a sheltered 
upbringing. When she heard who their 
guest was she was terrified. Of course 
he would try to seduce her. She re- 
solved on death before dishonor. She 
did not know that Byron wanted only 
a few peaceful days in the country. 
She also did not know that her hus- 
band’s real reason for inviting his no- 
torious friend was that he wanted to 
get himself a return invitation to New- 
stead, where he had discovered the 
Paphians and was eager to pursue the 
subject. 

When the dangerous guest arrived, 
he hardly noticed the fearful young 
woman nerved to fight him off. When 
she finally realized he had no intention 
whatever of making a pass at her . . 
she ran upstairs to look at herself in 
the mirror. “She began to think her- 
self ugly, or me blind,” remarked By- 
ron. A few days later he was playing 
a quiet game of billiards with Mrs. 
Webster. When her husband left the 
room for a minute an academic ques- 
tion was put to the guest. “How a wo- 
man who liked a man could inform 
him of it when he did not perceive it?” 

Byron claimed he had “neither the 
patience nor the presumption to ad- 
vance till met half-way”; but when 
a lady had covered half the distance, 
he took no time at all covering the 
other half. He played this one for 
laughs. He wrote eloquent notes to 
Frances while her husband was sitting 
across the table, and she received and 
deposited them in her bqisom when 
“the marito's ’ eyes were momentarily 
turned away. She answered them, too. 
She offered Byron her soul, which was 
all right for a start: “one generally 
ends and begins with Platonism,” he 
observed, “and, as my proselyte is only 
twenty, there is time enough to mater- 
ilalize.” 

And sure enough, by six o’clock that 
night Platonism was already “in some 
peril.” Frances had been reduced to 
heart-rending tears by the conflict be- 
tween love and duty. Meantime the 
husband, who greatly admired his rak- 
ish guest, had drinks with him in the 
den and wanted to bet that he, James 
Wedderburn Webster, “wins any given 
woman, against any given homme in- 
cluding all friends present.” (Webster 
also tried to write poetry, at which he 


was an equally feeble imitation of 
Byron.) 

Within a day or two Byron was 
sure he could easily carry the last line 
of defense the moment an adequate 
opportunity presented itself. But there 
was the hitch; at Webster’s house there 
was no hope of such an opportunity. 
Architecture was on the side of hus- 
bands; a whispered word or a hasty 
kiss was the most that was possible. 
There was only one thing to do: Byron 
invited the Websters to come and in- 
spect his Abbey. They were both quick 
to accept. 

At Newstead things were a great 
deal safer for all concerned, and mat- 
ters progressed rapidly. But although 
she was now hopelessly in love, Fran- 
ces insisted that she never would sur- 
vive her fall. At last came the sort of 
rendezvous only Newstead could pro- 
vide. It was two in the morning. Web- 
ster was either snoring or rummaging 
about the servants’ quarters, half a 
mile away. They were alone in a vast 
silent room, surrounded by equally vast 
and empty chambers. And here Fran- 
ces at last capitulated: “Rather than 
you should be angry . . rather than you 
should like anyone else, I will do what- 
ever you please . . I am entirely at your 
mercy. I own it. I give myself up to 
you. I am not cold, whatever I seem to 
others; but I know that I cannot bear 
the reflection hereafter. Do not ima- 
gine that these are mere words. I tell 
you the truth — now act as you will.’’ 

He hesitated. The Devil whispered 
it was mere verbiage. He looked at her, 
pale and tortured, close to tears. And 
he left her, the thing undone. Had a 
breath of celibacy from monastic days 
slipped into the night air? Had the 
Black Friar glided by unseen? 

So the affair remained Platonic after 
all — the only one Byron ever had. 
When it came time for the Websters 
to leave, he and Frances parted with 
seething emotions, and both did a good 
deal of sighing at the moon for several 
weeks afterwards — for like a true Cas- 
anova, Byron was usually as much the 
conquered as the conqueror. But then 
they gradually recovered and remained 
friends for the rest of their lives, al- 
though they never met again. 

These are only a few of the . amor- 
ous escapades to which the venerable 
ex-monastery was host while Lord By- 
ron lived there. He left it forever in 
1816, when he fled from England an 
outcast from decent society because 
of a shocking rumor the truth of which 
is still debated. 

Newstead, of course, knows the an- 


swer, and somewhere among its wea- 
thered crannies may still guard the 
documents to prove it. But the poet 
was the last Byron ever to be master 
of the Abbey. Unable to administer the 
estate from across the sea, he sold it 
in 1817 to an old schoolmate, Major 
Thomas Wildman. Wildman, a million- 
aire, paid almost $500,000 for it and 
spent another *>500,000 restoring it. 
He also landscaped the grounds and 
laid out several celebrated gardens, 
which are still something to look at 
in summertime. Newstead remained in 
his family until taxes forced it into 
public ownership sixteen years ago. 

Today Newstead is owned by the 
city of Nottingham, and four times 
a day, once every hour from two to 
five, you will be shown through three 
or four of the main rooms by what 
must certainly be the most utterly 
bored guide who ever displayed a pub- 
lic monument. A lot of fun has been 
poked at British radio announcers for 
their imperviousness to excitement ;n 
reporting such things as prizefights, 
races and ball games — but they aren't 
in the same league with this fellow. 
Amid all that romance he, apotheosis 
of Britain to his fingertips, will drawl 
in a tired voice “This is the room 
haunted by the Black Friar,” and 
shuffle on stifling a yawn. 

But as soon as his blase back is 
turned the silent echoes arise again, 
and the wainscoted window-seats are 
inhabited by feminine whispers and 
snatches of a rich low voice murmur- 
ing matchlessly perfect dialogue of 
love: while in his bare stone oratory 
the Black Friar glides silently brood- 
ing, and mutters dark curses on By- 
rons, romantic ladies, caretakers, and 
visitors. 
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THE TUNIS DAGGER 


and my wallet safe in an inside pocket 
of my white suit. 

The clerk didn’t give up easily. His 
own smile was canny. ‘'You intend, of 
course, to photograph some of the ship- 
ing sunken in our harbor?” 

I looked surprised, almost shocked. 
‘‘No thanks. I saw enough of that dur- 
ing the war. The Specific Area you’ve 
approved is for the clear water at the 
north end of the bay, near La Goulette. 
No wreckage there that I know of.” 
That made him happy. I thanked 
him and said I wouldn’t bother him 
again and got as far as the door before 
he called me back. I returned to his 
counter resignedly, ready for more of 
the red tape he loved. I asked, “Did I 
forget something?” 

“Rather it is I who have forgotten.” 
He smirked and had me lean closer — 
bend closer, in fact, because I’m pretty 
tall for a diver. “This morning — before 
your appointment — a young lady in- 
quired of you here.” 

This time my surprise was real. “Did 
she give her name? What did she 
want?” He shook his head. “Sorry but 
I don’t know any of your Tunisian 
young ladies. This is my first trip since 
the war.” 

“But it is obvious!” he exploded. 
Then he went back to whispering. “You 
have made a conquest, m’sieu. She has 
seen you from a distance and now seeks 
a closer acquaintance.” He gave a gusty 
sigh, redolent with mouthwash. “I envy 
your prospects. Although she was 
veiled against the sun, I knew from her 
walk and her voice that she is beauti- 
ful.” 

For a split second I was interested. 
But the permit in my pocket was more 
important than romance. I said, “May- 
be so. I’m going to be too busy to find 
out.” 

The^clerk sighed again, sorry for me. 
He had a right to be. If I’d even half 
thought about it I’d have realized that 
beautiful young women don’t apply a* 
the maritime bureau for their dates. 
Not even in Tunis. 

I started the walk back to my hotel, 
too happy over the permit to notice 
the flies or the furnace heat outdoors. 
It was siesta time. I was one of a very 
few pedestrians and the only one wide 
awake. The shops were closed and slat- 
ted barricades of iron had been low- 
ered over the; fronts of the cabarets. It 
was the time of day in Tunis when ev- 
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erything shimmers and light comes from 
everywhere, from the sky, from the 
mellow white fronts of the apartment 
houses along Avenue Jules Ferry, from 
the brown robes of Berbers leading 
their donkeys home. Jules Ferry is lazy 
and wide and even the parkway down 
its center seems to give off a green heat 
during siesta. 

Nothing had changed in the six years 
since I had wandered down this street 
for the first time. Except that the sol- 
diers were gone. Six years ago the ra- 
dios were crackling about the surrender 
of Rommel’s Afrika Korps and I — as 
a civilian diver — had been flown to 
Tunisia to work on Navy salvage prob- 
lems at Bizerte. No worry then about 
permits; just go below and make sure 
you came up again. 

I stopped a moment at the cross- 
roads of the city, where the Avenue de 
Paris cuts across Jules Ferry. A block 
to the west I could see the orange shut- 
ters of the little restaurant where I 
had heard the story of the Glattroche. 

The man who told me the story was 
a Sicilian, swarthy and wearing the 
odds and ends of a naval uniform. He 
was very drunk that night and he 
wanted badly to talk. Somehow he had 
learned I was a diver and he was on 
fird with his secret. Another bottle of 
sour red wine opened him up com- 
pletely. 

He had been the purser of a German 
freighter named the Glattroche which, 
before the allied invasion of North Af- 
rica, had run between the African ports 
and the unoccupied zone of France. The 
Sicilian had supplemented his set pay 
with smuggling. He would carry gems 
and heirlooms of frightened French 
families to the comparative safety of 
Algiers, Oran and Tunis. This activity, 
of course, was unknown to his employ- 
ers. 

But the invasion had caught the 
Glattroche steaming into the harbor of 
Tunis. She had gone down under the 
first stick of allied bombs and the cap- 
tain, a Frenchman named Lesirade, 
had been killed. To the bottom, also, 
went the contents of the purser’s safe. 

That was when I began to get inter- 
ested, ' when he commenced bragging 
in a drunken whisper about what was 
still in that safe. “My most precious 
cargo of all. A necklace, my good 
friend. A gold chain with a pendant 
in the shape of a dagger. Five matched 
emeralds ire set in the hilt and the 


sixth is a strange long stone, cut to form 
the blade — so.” With his finger he 
traced a diagram on the tabletop. “Very 
old.” 

“Who does it belong to?” 

“To the only fellow who knows 
about it. To the rest of the world, the 
necklace is lost. To me — ” At that point 
he had an attack of hiccups. When we 
had cured that, he told me, “The neck- 
lace is valued at ten million francs!” 

I told him I doubted it. 

But he wouldn’t change his story. 
He had kept his secret for over six 
months, trying to find a way to recover 
the jewels. However, since he was an 
enemy alien it was impossible. I was 
exactly what he needed as a partner, 
a diver in good standing. 

I laughed at him. By candlelight his 
proposition struck me as fantastic. 
When I laughed he sobered up some- 
what and argued desperately. “At least 
think it over, my good friend! Think 
about ten million francs!” 

To get rid of him, I said I would. 
“You’d better get some sleep. I’ll think 
it over.” 

Satisfied, the Sicilian weaved* out of 
the restaurant onto the blacked-out 
street. A moment later I heard the 
squeal of brakes and the scream. 

Then I was standing over his crum- 
pled body with a scared American 
truck driver gibbering in my ear. I 
didn’t even know the Sicilian purser’s 
name. He had called me his good friend 
and I was probably as good a friend 
as he’d ever had. At least, I was his 
last friend. 

Think it over , my good friend. 

The Sicilian was dead and I looked 
at his body and, God help me, I thought 
of nothing but the emeralds. Now / 
was the only person who knew about 
the small fortune at the bottom of Tu- 
nis bay. He had passed the emeralds on 
to me like an inheritance. Or a curse. 

So I thought it over for six years. 
Easy to forget the original French own- 
ers of the necklace since the value of 
it and my exclusive knowledge of it 
seemed to make it my private property. 
The Glattroche hulk was otherwise 
worthless; it would nevfer be disturbed 
— except by me. The emeralds were 
waiting for me. The green vision grew 
stronger year by year and finally I 
wrote my own death warrant by com- 
ing back to Tunis. 
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I had approximately those same mem- 
ories every time I crossed the Aven- 
ue de Paris. A passing tram rattled me 
out of my daydream and I hurried on 
toward my hotel. I hurried because 
Tamman would be as happy to see the 
permit as I. 

Tamman ben Achmet was a good 
worker and a lucky find. Diving calls 
for quick thinking above water as well 
as below. I had counted on hiring old 
Achmet ben Habib, the Arab who had 
bossed the dock workers at Bizerte. 
But Achmet, rich with his war earnings, 
had retired in state to Mateur. He had 
suggested as a substitute his eldest son, 
a brown-faced boy with a toothy grin. 
Tamman, son of Achmet. 

I was in sight of the Hotel de Ville 
when a banging noise sounded through 
the heavy air, as if someone had 
slammed'a door. I glanced at the build- 
ings on each side of the street but the 
noise didn’t come again. It might have 
happened in the next alley or a mile 
away. Tunis dozed on, undisturbed. 

Hotel de Ville is on the fringe of the 
medina — the walled native quarter — a 
long block away from the Porte de 
France, the great horseshoe gate that 
separates modern and ancient Tunis. 

I sauntered across the stone floor of 
the lobby which was cool and deserted. 
Here, for the first time, the general 
lethargy made me uneasy. It occurred 
to me how much of a foreigner I was in 
this African cjty. I did some unneces- 
sary clattering as I climbed the stairs 
to the third floor, just for the sake of 
hearing some living noise. 

I was whistling as I went into my 
room. I knew Tamman wouldn't mind 
a broken siesta when he heard the news. 
I stopped whistling. 

Something was wrong I knew, but it 
didn't register at once. The one win- 
dow in the room was up from the bot- 
tom to catch any stray breeze. In the 
corner sat the metal trunk that held 
• my air pump. On top of that was my 
underwater camera, a property I had 
brought along as a front. I called out 
to the boy, thinking he might be hi- 
ding although there wasn’t enough fur- 
niture to hide behind. 

Then I saw my diving suit on the 
floor and began to get angry. Tamman 
knew better than to take that precious 
rig off its special wall hanger. But now 
it lay stretched before the window, 
completely assembled, even to boots, 
belt and helmet. 

I had taken one step towards pick- 
ing it up when the fear caught me. The 
perspiration on my forehead became a 


cold band, tightening. I locked the door 
quickly and then moved around the 
diving suit to pull the drape across the 
window. 

Because the suit did not lie flat on 
the floor. The canvas and rubber and 
metal was swollen in a grotesque paro- 
dy of a man sleeping factf down. The 
diving-suit was not empty! 

Tamman was dead. I knew that be- 
fore I knelt and rolled the clumsy fig- 
ure over. The suit was heavy with the 
dead weight of its lead shoes and loaded 
belt — and the boy within. The big 
bowl-shaped helmet rang slightly on 
the floor as it turned. 

The glass of the face plate was 
frosted with webbed cracks. In the cen- 
ter of the circular plate a small hole 
was drilled through; the thick glass 
had not shattered under the impact. 
But it had not stopped the bullet, 
either. That had gone on, into the face 
behind the glass. 

I squatted next to the dead boy for 
what seemed an eternity. My brain was 
pounding with successive waves of emo- 
tion I couldn’t identify, all of them sick- 
ening. I. had seen men die before but 
this was my first encounter with mur- 
der. 

It was a purely automatic gesture, my 
unfastening the nearest glove. Tarn- 
man’s hand was still warm. He had been 
killed only a few minutes before. I tried 
to remember the sound I had heard in 
the street, the banging noise like a door 
slam. That could have been the shot. 

Some unknown person had been in 
this room just before my return. The 
murderer had come up the same stairs 
and opened the same door that I had,, 
seeking Tamman. I couldn’t understand 
why the son of my friend should be 
chosen to die. Death is always incom- 
prehensible. I tried to understand and 
failed. 

But with the return of that much 
reason, I commenced to recover from 
the shock. I began mechanically to re- 
move the diving rig from my dead as- 
sistant. I am not callous but I have been 
a diver for a good many years and my 
first thought was that of a diver; pro- 
tect the equipment. The other thoughts 
buzzed in my head, too. I had to tell 
Achmet, his father. I had to call the po- 
lice. But I told myself it would do Tam- 
man no good to be found in the suit 
and it would do no good for the police 
to take the suit into custody. Uncon- 
sciously I was still thinking of emer- 
alds; without the suit there would be 
no emeralds. 

Finally it was done and Tamman lay 
under the draped window clad only in 


his loincloth. I suspended my diving 
rig carefully from its wall support. 

Then I had a nervous urge to hide 
my helmet. The ruined face plate was 
a certain giveaway. But I couldn’t think 
of a hiding place. And, to a suspicious 
eye, the big metal globe would be more 
conspicuous by its absence than by its 
presence. I compromised by setting the 
helmet on the trunk in the corner, fac- 
ing it to the wall so the hole in the glass 
could not be seen. 

Call the police. I had never dealt 
with the police before, not even in the 
States. And I wasn’t in the States. To 
every traveler in a foreign country 
comes occasional moments of terrible 
uncertainty. And as I started down- 
stairs to use the only phone in the 
building, I felt one of those moments. 
There is nothing worse than being a 
stranger, than being alone and at the 
tnercy of a strange city. 

T he police— as represented by In- 
spector Fresnay — appeared to be 
courteous and understanding. After 
Tamman had been taken away, I sat 
on the edge of my bed, trying to relax 
and yet keep an eye on Fresnay. 

He lolled in front of the open window, 
not caring that his feet were planted 
where Tamman ’s body had lain. He 
had some sort of ailment that affected 
his breath and caused his polite ques- 
tions to come out in gasps. 

I thought he was an odd sort of po- 
liceman. His investigation had con- 
sisted of letting his thin stooped body 
drift around the room, his eyes never 
pausing to study anything in particu- 
lar. He took no notes and spent a good 
part of his time in bullying his uni- 
formed assistants. He wore a gray suit 
himself. With his unhealthy face and 
cruel mouth, Fresnay looked more like 
a racetrack tout than my idea of a pub- 
lic official. 

He asked me if I 1 to unlock the 
door when I returned to the room. Then 
he added, "Please do not tax your mem- 
ory. It does not matter.” 

I told him I couldn't exactly remem- 
ber, anyway. 

"A foolish question,'’ he apologized. 
'The gesture of using a key — purely 
habitual. Purely automatic. Forgive 
me..” 

By this time I was wondering if I 
had underestimated the Frenchman. I 
had to keep remembering that I was in 
a different country with different ways 
of doing things. Different kinds- of 
trouble. Rattled, I repeated some things 
Continued on next page 
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I’d said before. ‘‘When I saw Tamman 
had been shot, I went straight down to 
the phone. I didn't touch anything.” 
Fresnay complimented my commend- 
able control. “Except that you touched 
the boy’s wrist, naturally — to see 
whether he was dead or hurt.” 

“That’s right. I forgot that.” 

“And you turned your friend over. 
Didn’t you say he was lying face down? 
But it is unimportant. This is such a 
strain for you, m’sieu.” 

I could see I wasn’t doing myself or 
the situation any good by explaining 
over and over. I said, “I have to send 
word to his father.” 

“Shortly. Your time is more valu- 
able than mine as / keep forgetting.” 
For all his fine talk, he took his time 
wandering around the room again. He 
ended up in the corner where he leaned 
against my trunk of pressure machin- 
ery. “This city — a woman by the old 
proverb. And womanly in that she gen- 
erally uses a knife. So much of my 
business is in dagger wounds.” 

I tried to catch Fresnay ’s eyes, hold 
them away from the diving helmet that 
was now within inches of his elbow. I 
said something about knives being na- 
tural, with such a large native popula- 
tion. 

“Exactly— so far as any habit is ex- 
act. Cities Tiave habits.” He scratched 
his ear and dropped his hand onto the 
top of the helmet. Apparently, he was 
only cooling his palm on the curved 
metal. 

I hoped he hadn’t noticed me go 
suddenly rigid. I covered desperately 
with, “But Tamman was shot.” It 
sounded foolish. 

Fresnay didn’t think so. This time 
he complimented my quick mind. “For 
an Arab boy — a knife in the market- 
place. Thus, why a bullet? Possibly it 
was necessary to outreach a mere knife. 
Even a thrown knife — a method not 
unpopular in our narrow streets.” 

And his fingers lying on the diving 
helmet began to drum lightly. Fresnay 
appeared pleased with the gentle ring- 
ing sound. 

I sat very still, keeping my gaze glued 
to his. I didn’t dare drop my eyes to 
the telltale helmet. I had always prided 
myself on my poker face. I hoped it was 
blank now, with a hundred thousand 
dollars worth of emeralds at stake. 

Fresnay suddenly returned to the 
window. Leaning out, he barked some 
French to an assistant in the street 
three stories below. I got up in a hur- 
ry, intending to move over'in front of 
the helmet. 


But he turned back too soon, apolo- 
gizing for his interruption. “No shell, 
you see. After the deed — how many 
murderers pause to retrieve the empty 
cartridge? Very few in my experience. 
But no shell — not in this room. Where? 
The open window — but it is too high for 
your Arab boy to have been shot from 
the avenue below. The lost possibil- 
ity . 

The Frenchman used unorthodox 
methods of investigation. He simply 
ignored the possibility of the weapon 
being a revolver. He had another un- 
orthodox trick of being right. 

T thought of all this much later. At 
the moment I was a perfect example of 
a guilty man — cold perspiration, la- 
bored breathing and everything. For 
Fresnay had finally cocked a curious 
eye at the diving helmet. And I felt for 
an absolute certainty that he was play- 
ing a game with me, that he had known 
all along. 

He said something about my occu- 
pation being more adventurous than 
his. Then he ambled across the room 
and began to turn the copper globe 
away from the wall. 

There was a shout from across the 
street. Fresnay bounded back to the 
window, leaned out again. Just as 
swiftly, I stepped over and blocked his 
view of the helmet with my body. 

When he pulled his shoulders into 
the room, his cruel mouth was turned 
up happily. “Wheels turn!” he ex- 
claimed. “Across the street — the hotel 
opposite. A vacant room facing this one 
of yours. Another open window. And 
my aide — stupid as he is — has found 
the empty cartridge!” 

Then he stopped chattering and 
sucked in his breath noisily. He looked 
me over. “You appear pale, M’sieu 
Newport.” 

“Across the street?” I couldn’t be- 
lieve it, what it meant. “Tamman was 
shot from across the street?” 

“A dreadful thought — premeditated 
death. You think of revenge? Naturally. 
I shall discover the premeditator. In 
time. I shall worry him a bit first. Let 
him think he is fiee — but never quite 
certain. In time, I shall bring him to 
justice. The worrying of him — that is 
my only pleasure. Death is too swift — 
hardly a punishment at all, do you 
think?” 

I leaned back against my trunk of 
pressure equipment and felt the curve 
of the helmet against my back. I loos- 
ened my collar — limp as it was, it was 
beginning to choke — and said I didn’t 
know. “I’ve never thought about 
death.” » 


“Men of action — such as you — 
seldom do.” Fresnay pointed a finger 
and begged that I believe there was 
no cloud connected with my name. 
I was to move about as I wished. 
Adieu — for the present. 

It took me a moment to realize that 
he had gone. In a daze I locked the 
door after him and pulled the drape 
across the window again. Then, shut 
in hot dimness, I lay across the bed 
and tried to think. 

Tammam had been shot from across 
the street. What Inspector Fresnay 
didn’t know — maybe — was that the 
Arab boy had been wearing full div- 
ing rig at the time. From across the 
street, one face would look just like 
another behind the glass plate of a 
helmet. 

I could hear the bedsprings creak 
beneath my ear and I knew I was 
trembling. Man of action, Fresnay had 
called me. And here I lay trembling 
from fear or anger, I didn’t know 
which. I wanted it to be anger. Tam- 
mam had been murdered, yes — but by 
accident. His boyish prank of dress- 
ing up in the diving suit had cost him 
his life. He had gone down before the 
bullet intended for me. 

Thinking, as I was doing it in that 
still room, didn’t make my future look 
any brighter. I got off the bed and pre- 
pared to go out again. Keep moving, 
keep doing something — that was my 
only protection. Someone had decided 
to kill me. Since this unknown had 
failed the first time, he would undoubt- 
edly try again. That’s what I didn’t 
want to think about. 

The most dangerous fact was also 
the clearest. The emeralds on the Glat- 
troche were no longer my secret. 

D ownstairs, at the high old-fa- 
shioned desk in the lobby, I wrote 
a message to Achmet ben Habib, Souk 
el Arba, Mateur. The hotel keeper, 
Madame Michaud, took it with the tips 
of her fingers as if she feared the plague 
She was a broad ox of a woman with 
badly bleached hair. 

She took my money and assured me 
the death message would reach the boy’s 
father by sundown. All of this too ea- 
gerly. I looked around the lobby and 
out into the street, thinking perhaps 
Fresnay had left a man to watch. But 
I didn’t see anyone. 

Madame Michaud asked, “Will you 
be with us long, 'm’sieu?” and I began 
to get the idea. She was staring at the 
big newspaper-wrapped parcel I had 
set on the desk. 

Continued on page 68 
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A boy had been murdered in my 
room ; I was no longer a desirable guest. 
I growled at her, ‘Til be here till I 
finish my business.” As I picked up 
my heavy bundle, I added, “It doesn’t 
contain a human head, if that’s what 
you mean.” 

And I frightened her. 

I apologized immediately and told 
myself to relax. Probably there had 
been a grim expression on my face which 
had scared her as much as anything. 
But — since Fresnay's visit — any ques- 
tion could set my nerves off. I partic- 
ularly didn’t want to answer why I was 
carrying my diving helmet to the ship 
chandler for repairs. Or how the face 
plate had been wrecked. 

I was nearly to the street when Ma- 
dame Michaud raised her voice. “I do 
not mean to betray a confidence, but 
mam’sel. ...” I lost the rest of it. 

A warning bell rang in my brain. I 
marched back to the desk and asked 
about “mam’sel”. 

Madame Michaud smiled weakly. 
“But — mam’sel who wished to surprise 
you.” 

A woman wished to surprise me here. 
A woman had asked about me at the 
maritime bureau. My excitement in get- 
ing the permit had caused me to dis- 
miss her first appearance — but then 
Tammam had still been alive. “I for- 
got about mam’sel,” I said cautiously. 
“Was she here this afternoon?” 

“Not that I know. A week ago, 
m’sieu. She inquired for your room num- 
ber and asked me not to speak. But of 
course you have seen her since then. 
I have watched for her to return be- 
cause of this.” 

She opened her fist and on her cal- 
loused palm lay a hair ornament, a 
small barrette of silver or some imita- 
tion. It was shaped in a common Ara- 
bic symbol: the outstretched hand of 
Fatma, daughter of Mohammed. 

Madame Michaud suggested I return 
it as she didn't know the young lady’s 
name. "Please tell mam’sel the barrette 
caught on her veil and fell on my floor. 
I did not discover her loss until my 
broom — ” 

She produced a gaudy handkerchief 
and prepared to wipe the ornament 
clean. I came to life and snatched it 
from between her fingers. 

I said, “I’ll take it as is, thanks,” 
and grinned as if it were a joke. The 
hotel keeper laughed faintly, humoring 
me. 

When I reached the sidewalk, I ex- 
amined the miniature silver hand 
closely. I had snatched it in time. 
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Caught in the clasp was a single long 
red hair which gleamed in the sunlight. 
My maritime bureau “romance” — my 
nemesis and my death — was beginning 
to acquire a personality. 

P ushing toward the waterfront in a 
horsecab, the helmet bundle between 
my feet, I worked over what I knew. 
My veiled huntress was young, red- 
headed, French. If she were other than 
French, the maritime clerk and Ma- 
dame Michaud would not have spoken 
so respectfully of her. My phantom al- 
so had a nice voice. 

It put a little . hope back in me to 
face a more tangible enemy. It was 
hard to imagine a girl with a gun — but 
did she think I wouldn’t fight for the 
emeralds? How she had found out about 
the dagger necklace. I didn’t know. To 
learn that I intended to dive near the 
Glattroche would be simple for her. All 
she had to do was consult the applica- 
tion file at the maritime bureau, com- 
pare the Specific Area on my diving 
permit with the Glattroche' s last posi- 
tion. To anyone knowing what was 
locked in the freighter’s safe, my mo- 
tion picture alibi would look as false 
as it really was. 

So I felt more confident by the time 
I reached the Rue de Portugal and 
Ravelli’s place, a ramshackle building 
one block away from the bombed wa- 
terfront. Antonio Ravelli, of Naples and 
New York, spoke the best English of 
any ship chandler in Tunis .A friend I 
could count on — except in money 
matters. 

I waded into his shop through the 
piles of marine supplies and rang the 
ship’s bell and called, “Hey, Ravioli 
— rise and shine!” 

It was good to hear a strictly Amer- 
ican voice answer, “Keep your shirt 
on, Joe.” He waddled into view, short 
and wide, walking with a sea roll I 
knew was entirely affected. When he 
saw me for the first time in six years 
he only grunted and said, “Hey, it’s you. 
About time you paid me a call, kiddo.” 
The imitation confidence I had built 
up in the horsecab began to melt away. 
I had expected I’d be a surprise to Ra- 
velli. I told him as much. 

He snorted. “Not when all your girl 
friends keep coming in here asking 
about you. What you diving for this 
trip?” 

Automatically I recited my piece 
about the underwater movies. He com- 
mented, truthfully, that I must be nuts 
to want to photograph such a dull bot- 
tom as Tunis bay. We kidded around 
about the old days but all I could think 


about was the redheaded girl. Ravelli 
had been exaggerating, of course; he 
had seen only one “girl friend”. I 
warned myself I mustn’t underrate her. 
She was terrifyingly thorough. 

I showed Ravelli the helmet and told 
him it was a rush job. “My permit’s 
for five days. Can do?” 

After he inspected the ruined face 
plate, he looked at me sideways. He 
wanted to know how it happened and 
I said I’d stuck my finger through it. 

“You cut your finger, too. Here’s 
some blood, kiddo.” 

I laughed that off somehow and we 
began to argue about how soon he 
could have the job done. He wanted to 
take two or three days. I tried to keep 
my protests on a light plane but I 
couldn’t keep my voice from sounding 
as if my life was at stake. Because 
that’s the way I was beginning to feel. 

“I got to find some glass,” Ravelli 
complained. “It won’t kill you to wait. 
Get out and have a good time. Bet 
your girl friend’s wasting a nice face 
behind that green veil.” 

Another glimpse of my phantom. I 
said, “She wears a lot of green. Sets off 
her hair.” 

But Ravelli couldn’t remember what 
she was wearing the day she had asked 
about me. I had another idea. I pulled 
the silver barrette out of my pocket. 
‘"Ever see one of these before?” 

He drew back in mock amazement. 
“Never in my ignorant life! North Afri- 
ca's lousy with those little hands. They 
bring good luck.” 

I wasn’t too sure about the kind of 
luck. I told Ravelli another lie. The 
emeralds seemed to have made me pro- 
ficient at lying. I said, “I’m trying to 
find the girl friend's address. Now that 
I have the time, I figured I might trace 
her through this.” 

“One of those cases, huh?” Ravelli 
took the trinket and rolled it around 
between his fat fingers. “These hands 
of Fatma are thick as flies. But Tunis, 
kiddo, is nuts about trademarks. Every 
metal worker puts his own private mark 
on his goods. There — take a look.” 

I looked where he pointed. Barely 
perceptible on the back of the barrette 
was a tiny stamped figure. The head 
of a lion. “Whose mark is that?” 
“How should I know? But if the 
girl’s worth it, you can ask around. 
This is native stuff and solid silver. So 
it probably came out of the medina — 
from the Street of the Silversmiths.” 
That’s how I became — temporarily — 
the hunter instead of the hunted. I had 
a natural desire to know the identity 
Continued on page 70 
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of my own murderer. I am no different 
from any other man ; we are all impati- 
ent; I still would rather go meet my 
death than wait for it. 

S o I went into the medina, behind 
the wall into the vast noisy 
crowded area where the natives live. 
I walked, of course, since the streets 
are too narrow for wheeled vehicles. I 
jostled my way along the Rue d’Eglise, 
listening to the haggling o f desert 
people in rofips and Europeans in trou- 
sers, until I came to the silveF'bazaar. 
I spent the rest of the afternoon there, 
sitting on customer-benches before the 
counters of narrow shops, trying to put 
my point across in either Arabic or 
English. 

The hand of Fatma brought me luck 
with the eighth silversmith. He was 
grizzled, spectacled and regretful. He 
admitted the lion head was his mark. 
“But I have made so many silver 
hands. One is like another.’’ 

My excitement died almost before it 
was born. “You can’t help me?” I asked 
incredulously. “Don’t you keep any 
records?” 

The Arab plainly took no stock in 
such foolish notions. He was a silver- 
sniith, not a scribe. Wearily, I tried my 
last chance. From the plastic case which 
held my passport, I fished out the single 
red hair that had caught in the bar- 
rette. “Please look at this. The French 
girl had hair like this.” 

He adjusted the spectacles of which 
he was so proud. He looked and I 
fidgeted. “B’Araby!” he said at last. 
“I know.” 

“What was her name?” 

He shrugged. I told him he had to 
remember. He told me to have pati- 
ence, that he had sold to many. So I 
waited again while he polished his spec- 
tacles lovingly. Finally he said, “The 
name I do not remember. This I do 
remember. That day the girl walked 
with Sidi Olmsen when he brought the 
silver for her red hair. Sidi Olmsen 
will tell you her name.” 

“This Olmsen — where do I find 
him?” 

The Arab was mildly amazed. "All 
Tunis knows of Sidi Olmsen. He lives 
where one should live who has taken 
such wealth from the sea. In the Souk 
of the Rich Men, below the palace of 
the Bey.” 

The Street of the Rich Men. 1 
thanked him in both languages. 

L ike its counterparts anywhere on 
earth, the Street of the Rich Men 


is a lonely place. Blank and endless, 
its sheer stone fronts rise close on either 
side of a cobblestone walk. Time after 
time the Street is arched over by pas- 
sageways that connect second-stories of 
the flat-roofed dwellings. To search for 
a destination, as I had to, is like a bad 
dream, like wandering through a ser- 
ies of giant keyholes. 

As the sun let less and less light down 
between the houses, I began to wonder 
if it would be smart to wait for a passer- 
by — if one ever came. Loneliness won 
out; I walked. on, inspecting each of 
the studded sea-green doors which open 
directly on the tortuous street. After 
countless more of the arched doorways 
I saw the sign. 

It had been painted on the stone wall 
by an entrance and the letters had 
faded badly. Under a line of Arabic 
curlicues was the name I wanted. Knut 
Olmsen. 

I was a stranger in another world. I 
was even supposed to be dead. I had 
all sorts of weird doubts before I banged 
the brass knocker. It was a heavy ring 
through the mouth of a fish. Another 
good luck symbol like the hand of 
Fatma that had led me this far. 

Half of the door opened inward and 
an Arab houseboy looked out curiously 
at me. Seeing that young brown face — 
like Tammam’s — my misgivings van- 
ished. I said, “I want to see Sidi 
Olmsen.” 

The houseboy let me into the en- 
tranceway and I waited in a plain room 
lined with stone benches for watch- 
men. I had time to study my position 
but there was nothing to study. I could 
think of nothing to do now but meet 
my nemesis head-on. See how Knut 
Olmsen would react at the sight of me. 
See if my redhaired spy was here. 

Since Olmsen 's name had entered 
my life, I had begun to picture him as 
the person with the gun. This was not 
so difficult for me to believe in as was 
a veiled murderess. They were two 
people allied against me. The woman 
was probably the agent, Olmsen the 
boss. “One who has taken much wealth 
from the sea,” the silversmith had de- 
scribed him. I wondered what could 
be his connection with the freighter 
Glattroche. 

Some Arabic was hissed at my elbow 
and' I jumped. The houseboy was back 
and I followed him through a baroque 
reception hall, warning myself to be 
careful — even clever, if possible. After 
all, I had gotten pretty deep into enemy 
terVitory. 

The third room was an open court- 
yard where the houseboy vanished 


again. The walls were inlaid with pale 
blue tiles and the sunset reflected from 
white marble arches. The tropical 
flowers were as bright as any I’d ever 
seen. It was a hiding-place from life, 
both tranquil and exotic, as only Ori- 
ental gardens can be. But I couldn’t 
forget the green-grilled windows that 
seemed to watch my every move from 
the second floor. 

A voice, very bland, said, “You come 
as a surprise.” 

He admitted it. He came toward me 
from the farthest archway, a plump 
middle-aged man with fading yellow 
hair. This was Sidi Knut Olmsen — he 
said to call him Mr. Olmsen, if I pre- 
ferred — a mixture of East and West. 
He wore a long scarlet cloak over his 
European suit, emboidered slippers, the 
standard red fez with black tassel. 

I knew he was my quarry, and I his, 
as soon as I saw him. He looked like a 
villain, unloved. His face was a bit 
too large for his body and it was as 
round and smooth and rosy as the fea- 
tures of a wax doll. I was to learn lit- 
tle from that face; its expressions were 
his masks of the moment and had noth- 
ing to do with his true feelings. My 
poker face was amateurish compared 
to his masks. 

So we introduced ourselves uselessly 
and I pretended I was sorry to break 
into his day like this. I said, “But I 
have some property I’m pretty sure 
you’ll be interested in.” 

“Why so sure, Mr. Newport?” 
He indicated that we should sit on 
a padded lounging bench. “I own more 
property than is good for me now. And 
I retired from active business some 
time ago.” 

We sat side by side and he waited 
for an answer to his question. But there 
is a difference between feeling sure a 
man is a murderer and calling him one. 
I was here to discover what he knew, 
not tell him what I knew. I changed 
the subject slightly. 

I said, "The sea is an active busi- 
ness, all right.” 

Olmsen didn’t mind talking, prob- 
ably because he knew he was smarter 
than I. Cordially, he let me draw him 
out. He was a Dane and his native 
caution had made him deal with the 
sea by proxy. He had been a ware- 
house^ a shipper, for many years in 
Tunis. When the war came, he retired. 
He liked luxury, he disliked conquer- 
ors; so he withdrew to his garden. Ac- 
cording to him, he was a sensible and 
happy man. 

It made a good story, anyway. 

Continued on page 72 
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Since he was an older man, he began 
calling me Jim. He was mocking me 
with an enemy’s familiarity. I sat and 
took it. 

Suddenly he said, “^Perhaps I’d bet- 
ter hear what you’re trying to sell me.” 
We. were both pretending I was a 
smuggler. 

“A necklace,” I said and spaced out 
the words. “A gold chain with a pen- 
dant of six emeralds set like a dagger.” 

Olmsen smiled. The smile dropped 
down over his face like a visor. “For- 
give my asking, but is it yours?” 

That annoyed me. Probably because, 
six years before, I had asked a poor 
doomed Sicilian much the same ques- 
tion. I said, “Yes. Mine,” definitely. 
Olmsen had might as well know I 
couldn’t be frightened off. My emer- 
alds, by right of salvage. The original 
owners didn’t count any more. I won- 
der if all emeralds embody the same 
sense of guilt that this dagger necklace 
did? 

Olmsen said, “I didn’t mean to offend 
you. Mere curiosity — my only sin.” I 
doubted that. He asked my price. 

“Ten million francs.” 

He giggled. I didn’t like it; a sound 
of amusement had no business coming 
from his waxy face. He said, “I’d never 
pay that. Emeralds always seem a bit 
cold to me to justify such high prices.” 

I said, “That’s because you’re a blond, 
Olmsen. It takes a red-head to wear 
emeralds.” 

His giggle trailed off as he dropped 
his mask for an instant. Behind it I 
glimpsed an aging man, tired of worry, 
and then he was whole again. I never 
did understand how I had struck into 
him so deeply. 

“I see,” he said. “Would that be the 
flattering story you hear among the 
bazaars? For myself, I don’t care. But 
in justice to Lia you should know the 
truth.” 

I said I’d like to. 

“Lia is my protegee. Nothing more.” 
He said it solemnly. “You see, I knew 
her father, a fine fellow for all his mis- 
taken ideals. A seaman, Jim. He died 
during the war, leaving Lia an orphan. 
Don’t you think it’s dangerous for any- 
one to be alone and unprotected? Yes, 
especially a girl growing up in Tunis.” 
All at once he looked- past me and his 
false smile came on like a searchlight. 

Then I knew our circle was complete 
and I turned to see my huntress. Lia 
Saint-Loup, as her name was given me. 
She had come very close to us without 
my hearing her. She could have killed 
me then and there. I was allowed to 


live, I decided later, so that the mem- 
ory of death might not spoil the pleas- 
ant garden. 

I thought her voice was a little 
strained as she said she didn’t mean to 
interrupt. She spoke faultless English 
in a rather husky voice. She used almost 
the same words I had used to Olmsen 
earlier and I realized she had been 
listening. 

Olmsen slid a fatherly arm around 
her and insisted she join us — for my 
sake. We would all have tea together 
shortly. 

I told her, “I wouldn't think of let- 
ting you get away now.” 

Dusk was gathering by this time. 
She leaned against the back of another 
bench and smiled down on me, calcu- 
lating me. She wore white with a green 
gauze scarf belted at her w^ist. In the 
coming dark she almost gleamed, as 
phantom-like as I had imagined her. 
And that is how I met Lia. 

Her hair, of course, was red — I had 
a sample of it in fny passport case. 
Her skin, although well tanned, had a 
fresh innocent glow. Neat features, good 
figure, just another pretty French girl 
except for her eyes. They were green 
and slanted wickedly. She was the kind 
who could be angel or devil, whichever 
she determined. That was the danger- 
ous thing about Lia — her determination. 

I did not fall in love with her im- 
mediately. But already, with her smile, 
she was weaving her spell. “Tell me,” 
she invited, “what dark deeds am I 
interrupting?” 

I looked her over again, not too 
kindly. “We were discussing the high 
price tags on certain property.” 

“Why be so secretive?” Olmsen 
asked. To the girl he said, “Our Amer- 
ican friend has something he thinks I 
want. Emeralds for you, Lia! What do 
you think of that?” 

I couldn’t have put it more bluntly 
myself. But Lia scarcely blinked. No 
actress could have portrayed innocence 
more beautifully. “How wonderful!” 
she exclaimed. Then she pretended to 
think it over and said, “But, Knut, I 
imagine the price is too high to pay.” 

Olmsen giggled and patted her hand 
in agreement and looked at me for ap- 
preciation. And that was the end of dis- 
cussing emeralds except for a few min- 
utes later when he caught me staring 
at Lia and remarked, “Jim, can it be 
that your priceless emeralds were noth- 
ing but an excuse to meet the young 
lady? Not that I blame you, under- 
stand.” 

I said, “If I’d known Mam’sel Saint- 
Loup lived here, I’d have come sooner.” 


Which is pretty clever, for me. 

Meanwhile, I had learned nothing 
except that Lia studied voice. Shortly 
I found myself alone with her while 
Olmsen went to fetch tea and turn on 
some lights. It had gotten too dark in 
the garden to make out anything but 
shapes. 

We kept silent until floodlights sud- 
denly flashed on around the walls. The 
lights caught us looking into each 
other’s eyes, two enemies. She held 
my gaze for an instant after the dis- 
covery to show she wasn’t afraid of 
anything I could do and then she dis- 
carded me. With a yawn that was pure 
deviltry, she began to roam around the 
garden. 

I followed her. Intrigue has never 
been my game but I wanted to work 
on her during Olmsen’s absence. “Elec- 
tricity’s always a surprise in these Arab- 
ian Nights places,” I commented. “Sort 
of a jarring note, like streetcars or 
guns.” 

The mention of guns didn’t bother 
Lia. She merely glanced around at the 
lights as if she’d never' seen them be- 
fore. Then at me the same way. She 
said, “But why not? Knut — like Alad- 
din — gets everything he wishes for.” 

“No. Not everything.’’ 

“Everything,” she repeated stub- 
bornly. ‘‘Look around you. He believes 
in living.” 

“So do I. The longer, the better.” 

She smiled for answer. Whatever she 
had in her mind was going to stay 
there. She wandered away from me 
again, touching the flowers with her 
fingers and watching them spring back 
into place. I wandered after her. Not, 
I realized later, because of Tammam 
or the emeralds but because she already 
had the power to draw me. Her spell 
happened to me that quickly; she was 
desire and death wrapped up in one ir- 
resistible package. 

But I still thought I was leading her 
into a break. I said, “I understand your 
father was a sailor. We can both talk 
about ships.” 

A hydrangea stem snapped between 
her fingers and the blossom fell to 
earth. Her slant eyes met mine again. 
“I think not,” she said. 

We were still matching gazes when 
Olmsen and his houseboy returned 
with the tea. After it was laid out on a 
folding brass table and the tea — redder 
than Lia’shair — had been poured, Olm- 
sen said, “Saha.” I answered the toast 
with “Yatikasaha.” Tammam’s father 
had taught me that. 

“Mr. Newport, are you staying long 
Continued on next page 
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Continued from previous page 
in Tunis?" Lia asked abruptly. 

She couldn't meet my eyes that time. 
She was not as practiced as her partner 
and my presence was wearing her down. 
I said, “What I intend to do won't take 
long. Then I'll pick up my toys and 
go home. 1 ’ 

“I’m certain I’ve disappointed you,” 
Olmsen said softly. I supposed he meant 
about the emeralds although he didn’t 
use the word. “However, that’s hardly 
ennugh to discourage a man of your 
caliber, is it, Jim? I’m frankly puzzled 
just how you found your way here in 
the first place.” 

“An old -friend of mine sent me 
around. Antonio Ravelli.” 

Lia’s tea-cup smashed against the 
pathway and Olmsen jumped to his 
feet, startled. I nearly laughed aloud. I 
had frightened the girl and she had 
frightened Olmsen. Score two for me. 

They apologized to each other, she 
for her clumsiness, he for his quick 
nerves. I got out my handkerchief and 
knelt before Lia, sponging off the hem 
of her skirt where the Arab tea had 
soaked the white cloth like blood. She 
flinched and I was clumsy. We gener- 
ated our own electricity, being so near 
for the first time. 

“You’ve been working too hard, do- 
ing too much," I told her. "I suggest 
you take a day off tomorrow.” 

“No,” she protested quickly. She 
added, “I’m behind in my lessons.” 
She had guessed part of what I had 
in mind. I wanted to get her away 
from Olmsen ’s house for a while. She 
was the weaker of that oddly-matched 
pair, more high strung. With her, I had 
an even chance of finding out how they 
had discovered the Glattroche’ s secret. 

Olmsen gave the girl a smile of trust 
and played along with me. “I can’t 
think of a better place for you to be 
tomorrow than with Jim. May I make 
a suggestion? Hire a car and drive 
across the peninsula to Hammamet. 
You know the spot I mean, Lia.” He 
asked me, “Do you enjoy surf- 
bathing?” 

I said, “I practically live in the 
water.” 

Lia gave in to his orders. She cocked 
her head at me and said gravely, “I 
warn you. I may not be so entertaining 
as you suppose.” 

I said I’d take the chance and that 
I'd pick her up at ten. “And don't 
worry about missing your practice. You 
can sing to me. All you want.” Neither 
of them understood what I meant. 

I Came out of the Street of the Rich 
Men feeling successful. I had identi- 


fied the pair that meant to murder me. 
I had walked in on them, given them 
something to think about and I’d got- 
ten away with my life. I lit a cigar- 
ette just to prove my hands were steady. 

Then I heard someone behind me. 
Nothing so definite as footsteps but 
simply the sound of a broken bit of 
pavement as it crunched under a shoe. 

I put out the cigarette in a hurry 
and ducked into a side street. This 
was a poorer part of the medina, the 
flat buildings were lower, mixed Arab 
homes and bazaars shuttered for the 
night. The rising moon lit up one side 
of the narrow passageway and I hur- 
ried along the other side, in the shadow. 
I was sorry to be wearing a white suit. 
I was sorry I had underestimated Olm- 
sen; apparently he hadn't wasted any 
time. 

When I came out of the street I was 
in an open triangular area of bare pav- 
ing. In California it would have been 
called a plaza; I didn’t know what it 
was called in Africa. 

All three sides of the open area were 
enclosed by arches, the columns striped 
with red and green. The bazaars here 
were enclosed, too, and nobody sat on 
the stone benches. In the moonlight 
the place looked like a classical arena. 

I slipped behind the nearest pillar 
and waited. I didn’t intend to run from 
anything I could oppose physically. I 
waited for the unknown behind me to 
pass, to go ahead of me into the open. 

He did, a gray scarecrow figure who 
made no noise as he walked. He stopped 
in the exact center of the moonlit tri- 
angle to smoke a cigarette himself. 

I eased up behind him. Before I was 
very near, he said, without turning; 
“M’sieu Newport? An unlikely meet- 
ing.” Inspector Fresnay turned around 
with elaborate casualness. His breath 
commenced to gasp in and out in its 
normal fashion. 

I said, “Yes, quite a coincidence in 
a city of two hundred thousand.” 

He was a poseur and he didn’t care 
who knew it.< The more of the world 
was in on the joke, the better he liked 
it. He operated behind the smokescreen 
of his own ridiculousness. “American 
cigarette?” he offered. 

I said no. I. -was getting angry. 

He had the gall to intimate that I 
had been following him. “Such a des- 
olate part of the medina, too.” Fresnay 
shuddered politely. “Do you have 
friends here?” 

“I looked up Knut Olmsen. We have 
some business.” 

“Forgive me. I do not mean to in- 
quire into private matters. Of course, 


you met also his protegee.” 

“Mam’sel Saint-LDup. We spoke.” 

“To be sure. Lia Saint -Loup. That 
is her, ah, professional name. For the 
concert stage. Excellent voice — exciting 
future.” 

I said I hoped so. “What’s her real 
name?” 

“It escapes me,” he lied. He looked 
around at the tall columns. “Gloomy 
route — the one you are following, 
M’sieu Newport. Where we stand was 
formerly the slave market of Tunis. 
Undoubtedly you know that slaves 
are not sold here any more — openly. 
The modern bondage is yours and mine. 
Slavery to duty.” 

I had a hunch that he was getting 
at something but I was afraid to ask. 
We crossed over to the Rue d’Eglise 
where there were still lights and activ- 
ity. Fresnay told me that his labora- 
tory had — with regretful slowness — 
finally identified the bullet which had 
slain Tamman ben Achmet that after- 
noon. It was a 9 mm. corto. 

“About the size Pf the American 
.38, M’sieu Newport. Probably fired 
from a Beretta. A sturdy little auto- 
matic pistol — unfortunately accurate. 
A great many firearms come over from 
Italy.”. Until we reached the arch of 
the Porte de France, Fresnay discussed 
ballistics. I was glad for his company ; 
he was a charming conversationalist 
when my liberty wasn’t at stake. 

We said goodbye and he came close 
to bowing. He said, “When the time 
comes — I shall find you again, m’sieu. ” 
I watched him turn back into the walled 
native quarter. Then he halted under 
the arched gateway and called from 
out of the darkness. “My memory is 
awake again. The young lady’s name 
is Lesirade. A bien tot!” 

I simply stood there, staring at the 
spot where he had drifted into the night 
I could feel my heart hitting against 
my ribs. Lesirade! The shape of my 
emerald trouble had begun to change. 
Lesirade had been the name of the 
dead captain, the captain of the 
Glattroche. 

(To be' concluded next month) 
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WHAT YOU CAN DO ABOUT 


HAIR LOSS 


ITCHY SCALP, DANDRUFF, HEAD SCALES, 


SEBORRHEA, EXCESSIVE FALLING HAIR 


/ The following facts are brought to the attention of the 

^ public because of a widespread belief that nothing can be 

\ L done about hair loss. This belief, has no basis in medical 

fact. Worse, it has condemned many men and women to 
needless baldness by their neglect to treat certain accepted 
M causes of hair loss. 

There are six principal types of hair loss, or alopecia, as it is known in medical 
terms: 

1. Alopecia from diseases of the scalp 

2. Alopecia from other diseases of from an improper functioning of the body 

3. Alopecia of the aged (senile baldness) 

4. Alopecia areata (loss of hair in patches) 

5. Alopecia of the young (premature baldness) 

6. Alopecia at birth (congenital baldness) 

Senile, premature and congenital alopecia cannot be helped by anything now 
known to modern science. Alopecia from improper functioning of the body 
requires the advice and treatment of your family physician. 

BUT MANY MEDICAL AUTHORITIES NOW BEUEVE A SPECIFIC 
SCALP DISEASE IS THE MOST COMMON CAUSE OF HAIR LOSS. 
This disease is called Seborrhea and can be broadly classified into two clinical 
forms with the following symptoms: 

1. DRY SEBORRHEA: The hair is dry, life- 
less, and without gloss. A dry flaky dandrufl 
is usually present with accompanying itchi- 
ness. Hair loss is considerable and increases 
with the progress of this disease. 

2. OILY SEBORRHEA: The hair and scalp are 
oily and greasy. The hair is slightly sticky 
to the touch and has a tendency to mat to- 
gether. Dandruff takes the form of head 
scales. Scalp is usually itchy. Hair loss is 
severe with baldness as the end result. 

Many doctors agree that to NEGLECT 
these symptoms of DRY and OILY 
SEBORRHEA is to INVITE BALDNESS. 

Seborrhea is believed to be caused by three 
germ organisms — staphylococcus albus, 
pityrosporum ovale, and acnes bacillus. 

These germs attack the sebaceous gland 
causing an abnormal working of this fat 
gland. The hair follicle, completely surrounded by the enlarged diseased sebaceous 
gland, then begins to atrophy. The hair produced becomes smaller and smaller 
until the hair follicle dies. Baldness is the inevitable result. (See illustration.) 

But seborrhea can be controlled, particularly in its early stages. The three germ 
organisms believed to cause seborrhea, can and should be eliminated before they 
destroy your normal hair growth. 

A post-war development, Comate Medicinal Formula kills these three germ 
organisms on contact. Proof of Comate’s germ-killing properties has been demon- 
strated in laboratory tests recently conducted by one of the leading testing labora- 
tories in America. (Complete report on file and copies are available on request.) 

When used as directed. Comate Medicinal Formula controls seborrhea— stimu- 
lates the flow of blood to the scalp— helps stop scalp itch and burn— improves 
the appearance of your hair and scalp— helps STOP HAIR LOSS due to sebor- 
rhea. Your hair looks more attractive and alive. 

You may safely follow the example of thousands who first were skeptical, then 
curious, and finally decided to avail themselves of Comate Medicinal Formula. 



DESTRUCTION OF HAIR FOLLICLES 
Caused By Seborrhea 

A — Dead hairs; B — Hair-destroying 
bacteria; C — Hypertrophied sebaceous 
glands; D — Atrophic follicles. 


A Few of the Many Grateful Expressions 
By Users of Comate Medicinal Formula 
"My hair was coming out for years and I tried everything. 
Nothing stopped it until I tried Comatt. Now my hair has 
stopped coming out. It looks so much thicker. My friends have 
noticed my hair and they all say it looks so much better." 
—Mrs. R.E.J., Stevenson, Ala. 

"Your hair formula got rid of my dandruff; my head does not 
itch any more. I think it is the best of all of the formulas I 
have used."— E.E., Hamilton, Ohio. 

"Your formula is everything you claim it to be and the first 
10 days trial freed me of a very bad case of dry seborrhea.” 
— J.E.M., Long Beach, Calif. 

"I do want to say that just within five days I have obtained a 
great improvement in my hair. I do want to thank you and the 
Comate Laboratories for producing such a wonderful and amaz- 
ing formula."— M.M., Johnstown, Pa. 

"I have found almost instant relief. My itching has stopped 
with one application.”— J.N., Stockton, Calif. 

"My hair looks thicker, not falling out like it used to. Will 
not be without Comate in the house.”— R.W., Lonsdale, R. I. 
"I haven't had any trouble with dandruff since I started using 
Comate."— L.W.W., Galveston, Tex. 

"This formula is everything if not more than you say it is. 
I am very happy with what it’s doing for my hair.’ 

— T.J., Las Cruces, New Mexico 

"I find it stops the itch and retards the hair fall. I am thankful 
for the help it has given me in regard to the terrible itchi- 
ness.”— R.B.L., Philadelphia, Pa. 

"The bottle of Comate I got from you has done my hair so 
much good. My hair has been coming out and breaking off for 
about 21 years. It has improved so much " 

—Mrs. J.E., Lisbon, Ga. 


Today these benefits are available to you just as they were 
to these sincere men and women when they first read about 
Comate. If your hair is thinning, over-dry or over-oily— 
if you are troubled with dandruff with increasing hair 
loss— you may well be guided by the laboratory tests and 
the experience of thousands of grateful men and women. 

Remember, if your hair loss is due to Seborrhea, Comate 
CAN and MUST help you. If it is due to causes beyond 
the reach of Comate Medicinal Formula, you have nothing 
to lose because our GUARANTY POLICY assures the 
return of your money unless delighted.. So why delay when 
that delay may cause irreparable damage to your hair and 
scalp. Just mail the coupon below. 

© 1950 Comate Laboratories Inc., 1432 Broadway, N. Y. C. 


COMATE LABORATORIES INC., DEPT. 52- C 
1432 Broadway, New York 18, N. Y. 

Please rush my bottle (30-days supply) of Comate 
Hair and Scalp Formula in plain wrapper. I must be 
completely satisfied or you guarantee refund of my 
money upon return of bottle and unused portion. 

□ Enclosed find $5.00, Fed. tax inch (Check, 
cash, money order.) Send postpaid. 

□ Send C.O.D. I will pay postman $5.00 plus 
postal charges. 

Name 

Address 

City Zone State 

APO, FPO, Canada and Foreign— No C.O.D. ’s 


HOW 'MINI-GYM' TURNS PLANT "DRIP" INTO SUCCESS DYNAMO 


SORE, TOM, YOU'VE GOT THE 
BRAINS AND MORE FOR THAT 
SUPERVISOR'S JOB — BUT 
YOU'D HEVEP BE ABLE TO 1 
KEEP THOSE TOUGH 
HOMBPES /H THE SHOP 
JN UNEf , 


\ TAKE IT EASY, TOM/ V 
1 ALL YOU NEED IS A )> 
DAILY IO-MINUTE 'A 



AMBITIOUS MIN 
OF ALL AGES! 

TO GET WHAT YOU WANT 
OUT OF UFC GCT FIT WITH 

JOE BOHOMO'S 

MAGIC DE-LUXE 

'MINI-GYM! 

Formerly $4.95 — Our special Price Only 

3 .95 

complete 


Packs All The Punch Of a Big, Expensive Gym, Including ... 
* Rowing Machine • Wall Exerciser • Tension Pulls • Bicycle 

Why let the other fellow walk away with the job ... and girl that shonld be 
yours? Life’s prizes go to tho smart man who keeps' himself in "prize” physical 
condition. It’s easy with the marvellous, new 'MINI -GYM’. For with this new 
sypnder exerciser, you can ... 

Get A Real Kick Out Of Keeping Fit 
Man "alive, you haven’t really lived ’til you get your eager hands (Yes, and feet, 
too) into Joe Bonomo’s beat-all exerciser, the unique, new ‘MINI-GYM’! Even 
though you hated exercise before, with superb ’MINI-GYM’ and Joe Bonomo’a 
big, new personal instruction book ... you’ll eat it up! Find yourself acting like 
a kid again ... and loving it!’ 

See How Fast 'MINI-GYM' Helps Get You Into A-l Shape! 

You bet, almost before you know it, a daily 10 minutes with ‘MINI-GYM’ builds 
you into the kind of real "he man” material bosses want most ... and girls go 
for fastest! Can’t help but be, for this new “miracle” ‘MINI-GYM! is an all- 
round, all-over body conditioner ... meaning it does a 100% job of building 
YOU! Toning, strengthening and pepping up every muscle in your whole body! 



Personal 
Instruction Book 

Every thrill-packed page written 
for you. by Joe Bonomo, this big. 
64-page book, printed in 2 colors, 
gives yon a complete ‘MINI-GYM’ 
health course. Far more than an 
instruction manual, it’s an all- 
round, all-over Body Conditioner 
Course! Complete with 90 especi- 
ally posed photos, charts, and 
fun-to-follow text. Size: 5 x 
8%". YOURS FREE with your 
‘MINI-GYM’! 

You Can't Be Too Old For 'MINI-GYM!' 
Thirteen or 30, 18 or 80, once you see ‘MINI-GYM’, you 
can't wait to try it! Why? Because ‘MINI-GYM’ adapts 
instantly to th«j exercise needs . . . and thrills ... of any age 
and all physical conditions from the weakest to the strongest! 

POSITIVE MONEY-BACK GUARANTEE! 

Yes, it means just that! Order your ‘MINI-GYM’ today. Then 
test it in every wny possible . . . exercise with jt and enjoy 
it for 10 exciting days. If yon are not satisfied in every way 
... in fact, delighted ... just return ‘MINI-GYM’, and your 
money will be instantly refunded ! Fair enough, isn’t it? 

'MINI-GYM' CORP. 

1841 Broadway, New York 23 , N,. Y. 




Order Your 
'MINI-GYM' 

SEND NO m 

by MODEL 
S, M or L 

MONEY! 1 

MODEL S 

MAIL 

1 □ if yon are 

L under 5 ft. tall 

"NO RISK" 

1 MODEL M 

' O it you are 

COUPON i 

5 ft. to -5 fu 
10 in. tall 

NOW! J 

MODEL L 

□ if you are 
over 5 ft. 10 
jru-tali. 



'MINI-GYMS' 
Perfected By 
The Famous 
JOE BONOMO! 

World-famous, profession- 
al Strong man himself, Joe 
Bonomo knows what it 
takes ft) build the physi- 
cally perfect man ! (Yes, 
and woman, too!) And 
he's put all his first-hand 
knowledge into the design 
of this terrific, new exer. 
ciser! So in ‘MINI-GYM’ 
you’ve got everything it 
takes for genuine, profes- 
sional body-building! 

Great For Women, 
Too! Builds Pep, 
Personality ! 
Though ‘MINI-GYM’ is 
plenty tough for the pro- 
fessional athlete, it’s easy 
-enough to be handled . . . 
and enjoyed ... by any 
teen-age girl or small 
woman. How come? Be* 
cause Joe Bonomo de 
Signed ‘MINI-GYM* 
girls and women. 
Especially those who 
to develop real pep, al 
luring curves and a supe 
gorgeous figure! No won- 
der gals everywhere go 
for ‘MINI-GYM’ in a big. 
BIG way! 


'MINI-GYM' CORP. SW-10 

1841 Broadway, New York 23, N. Y. 

RUSH ME one complete ‘MINI-GYM*, MODEL ■ , with 64- 

page Joe Bonomo Course Book. I will deposit $3.95, plus postage, 
with postman. If I am not satisfied in every way, I may return 
‘MINI-GYM’ and Book within 10 days for full refund. 


Print Plainly Please 


I enclose $3.95. You pay postage. Same money-back guarantee. 
(Canadian and Foreign Orders, $5.95. Cash with orders.) 






'PIRATE" 

SKULL 

RING 

$1.98 


.. will give you o look of mystery 
adventure Weird, frightening . , . 
jting. A perfect replica of an 
ull with realistic cross bones 
ioned in genuine heovy. weight Me 
Silver effect. Your price only. J 


'MONTEZUMA” 
AZTEC RING 
$1.98 

Surprise friends and wow 
the ladies. Montezuma Az- 
tec face set in rich-looking 
ies that glitter and sparkle. Atten- 
getter from the first moment you 
it on your finger See if it doesn't 
bring you luck Genuine heavy-weight 
:an Silver effect Now only $1.98 



“COMMANDER” 
WATCH FOR 
SMART MEN 

WAS $24.95 , „ 

NOW ONLY $ 9.99 


,. „ Only tO % Fed. Tax 

Commander —Here is the smartly styled waict 
for active men. Rich-looking chromed case. Un 
breakable crystal large sweep - second hand 
Rugged case able to withstand most shocks lumin 
ous hands that glow in the dark Imported 7 Jew e 
Swiss Movement., assures dependability Formerly 
$24.95 Now specially priced at only $9.99 not c 
penny more. Money back unless thrilled. Rush 
coupon now. 




CK-RESIST" 
WATCH 
$7.98 

Plus 
10 % 
tax 

Here is the sturdy 
accurate watch that 
every activo marl 
and boy hat waited 
for. Virtually indestruc- 
tible. 100% guaran- 
teed. Money Bock Unless Thrilled I You 
risk nothing I Complete price only $7.98 


“FIVE IN ONE" SCREW DRIVER SET $1-98 


branded tool . . . nationally advertised. Five differ- 
nt blades easily interchangeable. One unbreakable 
mber handle made of Fire Safe Tenite II. Full Oil 
Hardened and Tempered Steel Accurate Ground Tips 
— Fully Guranteed. Easy to use. Don't miss this big 
opportunity Specially priced at $1 .98 


YOU CAN'T TELL IT FROM A REAL 
GUN! AMAZING, REALISTIC 

ARMY COLT 45 
SURE- FIRE 
PISTOL LIGHTER 

$2.98 





PUSH-BUTTON 
KNIFE $1.49 

Push button and concealed 
blade springs open Can be 
carried in the palm of your 
hand Genuine plastic handle 
in bright colort, and tough 
steel 5-inch blode assures 
long dependable servi 
Complete with safety 
catch only $1.49 


SURPRISE YOUR 
FRIENDS WITH THIS 
TRICK SPRING KNIFE 



"PLATED SET 

$9.95 VALUE FIVE PIECES (5) 

NOW ONLY $ 2.98 


As handsome os the 
Avenue stores. Pen, i 
knife ond key chain, » 

All plated in precious 

anteed to give smooth 

fying service. Now specially priced 
Perfect for Gifts I 


imortest jewelry sold in 5th 
encil, ballpoint pen, pocket 
th handy flashlight attached, 
•oiled gold plote. Fully guor- 
nd long satis- 
. only $2.98 


Here it isl Amazing automatic cigdrette lighter 
that's sweeping the countryl Pull the trigger — up 
pops a light — every timel Order several now for 
yourself or friends. Use and enjoy this lighter for 
ten days. If you don't agree it's the finest you've 
ever owned return for immediate refund. $2.98 


SPECIAL !!! 

“PETITE” 
LADIES’ WATCH 

$ 12.98 plus - 10% tax 

Special 7 Jewel Imported Swiss 
Movement assures complete accu- 
racy. Perfect for the active woman. 
Sturdy chrome case ... so "Petite" 
yet so durable. Comes in especially 
designed attractive plastic case. 
Fully Guaranteed. Money Back If 
Not Delighted. Specially Priced at. 
Only .$12.98 


DONJ DELAY ._MAIL TODAY!! !_ 

‘KAY&JAYCO. Dept.SW-11 I 


Dept 

400 MADISON AVE., NEW YORK 17, N. Y. . 

Gentlemen: Please rush the articles below. I will deposit price shown ■ 
| with mailman on arrival, plus postage. If not completely delighted I * 
may return it for refund within 5 days. 

(We prepoy postage on cash orders.) 

| NAME OF ARTICLE DESIRED FrTcE I 

I I 


NAME (Please print)— 

ADDRESS 

TOWN 


| PLEASE! Send ring sizes on thin strip of paper wrapped around finger. 




